V.  \iD    >UC1.   iS  /^PT>     V  ,    i-\ 


r. 


'"e/-, 


^L    2   1935    /, 


Liii^UPinb^^^Mii 


TERFRATE  RN  ITY      BALL     ISSUE 


"I  say,  Joe,  your  girl  looked  quite  tempting  in  that 
sort  of  Biblical  gown  she  was  wearing  last  night." 
"What  do  you  mean,  Biblical  gown?" 
"Oh,  you  know.  Sort  of  Lo  and  Behold!" 


We  know  one  coed  who  was  cured  of  that  cute 
little  habit  of  coyly  injecting  an  "r"  sound  into  each 
word. 

Male    (over  phone)  :   "Hello,  Cutie." 

Coed:    "Why  Phillurp,  when  did  you  get  back?" 

Male:  "Just  a  while  ago.  Say,  how  about  a  date 
tonight,  kid.  What  are  you  doing?" 

Coed    ("coyly)  :  "Nurthin'." 

Male:  "Gosh,  'scuuse  me.  I  didn't  know." 

— Masquerader 


It  was  three  in  the  morning  and  I  heard  the  shower. 
That  got  me,  so  I  went  in.  There  was  a  man  in  the 
shower. 

He  looked  up  when  he  heard  me.  "Hello,"  he  said. 

"Whatcha  doing?"  I  asked. 

"Oh — ,"  he  looked  at  me  kind  of  vaguely. 

"Well,"  I  said,  "it's  three  o'clock  in  the  morning 
and  you're  taking  a  shower  with  your  socks  on. 
I  just  thought  I'd  tell  you  in  case  you  hadn't  noticed." 

"Oh — ,"  he  looked  a  little  embarrassed,  "I  guess 
you'll  think  it's  sort  of  silly,  but  I  just  got  to  wonder- 
ing what  it  felt  like  to  wash  your  socks  with  your 
feet  on,  and  so — ,"  he  got  a  little  mad,  "and  besides, 
what  the  hell's  it  to  you?"  — Pelican 


A  shipment  of  college  boys  were  visiting  an  insane 
asylum  and  one  of  them  asked  an  inmate  his  name. 
The  man  replied,  "George  Washington." 

"Why,"  said  one  who  had  visited  the  place  before, 
"the  last  time  you  said  your  name  was  Abe  Lincoln." 

"Yeah,"  the  inmate  explained,  "that  was  by  my 
first  wife."  — Redcap 


Curious  Old  Lady:    "Why,   you've  lost  your  leg, 
haven't  you?" 

Cripple:  "Well,  damned  if  I  haven't." 

— Kitty  Kat 


Here  lies  the  body  of  Susan  Jones, 
Resting  beneath  these  polished  stones. 
Her  name  was  Brown  instead  of  Jones, 
But  Brown  won't  rhyme  with  polished  stones. 
And  she  won't  know  if  it's  Brown  or  Jones. 

— Log 

"Was  I  excited?  Walking  by  my  side  towards  the 
bridal  suite  was  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  world, 
whom  I  had  met  just  two  minutes  before." 
"What  happened  when  you  got  there?" 
"Nothing.  Her  husband  handed  me  a  coin  and  said: 
'Thanks,  boy,  I'll  unpack  the  bags  myself.'  " 

— Punch  Bowl 


Over  the  week-end  we  watched  a  friend  of  ours, 
stunk  to  the  gills,  drive  up  to  the  house.  There  is  a 
large  tree  right  at  the  curb,  and  he  drove  up  with 
drunken  ego  to  park  his  car,  only  succeeding  in  hitting 
the  tree  with  a  resounding  thwack  and  bouncing  back 
several  feet.  Nothing  daunted,  he  drove  forward  again, 
only  to  hit  the  tree  once  more.  This  went  on  for  about 
ten  minutes,  damaging  the  tree  and  the  front  of  the 
car  no  end,  but  not  fazing  our  bigulous  friend's  insist- 
ence in  the  least.  But  finally  he  reached  the  end  of  his 
tether.  Utterly  disgusted,  he  snapped  off  the  ignition: 
stepped  out  of  the  car  and  muttered  resignedly  to  him- 
self, "  'Sno  use.  I'm  lost  in  a  damn  forest." 

— Cornell  Widow 


The  story  is  told  of  the  Kentucky  colonel  who  had 
an  argument  with  the  devil.  The  devil  said  that  no 
one  had  a  perfect  memory.  But  the  colonel  maintained 
that  there  was  an  Indian  on  his  plantation  who  never 
forgot  anything.  The  colonel  agreed  to  forfeit  his  soul 
to  the  devil  if  the  Indian  ever  forgot  anything. 

The  devil  went  up  to  the  Indian  and  said:  "Do  you 
like  eggs?"  The  Indian  replied,  "Yes."  The  devil  went 
away. 

Twenty  years  later  the  colonel  died.  The  devil 
thought,  "Ah,  here's  my  chance."  He  came  back  to 
earth  and  presented  himself  before  the  Indian.  Raising 
his  hand,  he  gave  the  tribal  salutation,   "How." 

Quick  as  a  wink  the  Indian  replied,  "Fried." 


There  was  a  large  gathering  in  one  of  Boston's 
leading  hotels,  and  a  well-known  feminist  was  holding 
forth  on  feminine  progress  to  a  group  composed  most- 
ly of  women. 

"Today  we  have  women  judges  fully  as  good  as 
the  men  judges  on  the  bench,"  said  she. 

Drunk  in  the  back  of  the  room:  "Rah  for  the  wim- 
men!" 

"Nowadays  we  have  women  doctors  equal  to  the 
very  best  men  doctors." 

Drunk:  "Rah  for  the  wimmen!" 

"In  modern  times  women  have  equalled  or  sur- 
passed men  in  all  known  fields  of  endeavor.  In  fact 
there  is  very  little  difference  between  them." 

Drunk:  "Thank  God  for  the  little  difference!" 

— Voodoo 


Flush:  "How'd  ya  get  that  cut  on  the  head?" 
Lush:   "Musta  bit  myself." 

Flush:  "G'wan,  how  could  you  bite  yourself  way 
up  there?" 

Lush:  "Musta  stood  on  a  chair." 

— Annapolis  Log 


First  Englishman — What's  the  name  of  Cab  Cal- 
loway's state? 

Second  Englishman — 'Ow's  that? 
First  Englishman — 'Aven't  you  'eard  of  H'Idaho? 

— Exchange 
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EDITORIAL 

This  is  how  we  feel  about  the  whole  thing: 

A  humor  magazine  is  a  real  institution  of  the  people. 
Those  who  are  below  average  intelligence  and  moral 
standards  can  write  for  it.  Those  who  soar  above  the 
ordinary  can  amuse  themselves  by  criticizing  it.  And 
those  who  are  in  between  get  a  heluva  kick  out  of  the 
jokes.  Nothing  is  too  high-brow  because  everything 
has  a  hidden  meaning  and  ours  is  an  audience  of 
genius — at  extracting  it.  And  you  may  trust  us  lit- 
erally that  nothing  is  too  low  for  our  Polly.  As  for 
that  which  is  mediocre,  we  publish  it  under  the  name 
of  Pollyanna  and  then  run  to  keep  from  getting  killed 
in  the  rush. 

We  therefore  speak  correctly  when  we  say  that  we 
are  writing  about  everything  for  everyone.  There  is 
but  one  person  for  whom  our  magazine  will  hold  no 
interest  for  that  which  interests  him  he  takes  out — he 
finds  it  a  good  enough  joke  to  keep  and  he  censors  it. 

Seriously,  the  problem  of  what  to  publish  in  these 
pages  is  a  real  one — we  are  under  the  double  obligation 
of  giving  those  interested  an  opportunity  to  test  and 
develop  their  talent  and  of  giving  our  financial  under- 
writers their  money's  worth — we  owe  them  a  good 
laugh. 

This  is  an  ex  post  facto  ramble  and  should  prop- 
erly have  come  in  the  first  rather  than  in  the  last  issue. 
However,  we've  done  our  best  and  put  it  on  the  first 
page.  Let  it  introduce  you  to  this  effort  which  by 
the  way,  in  the  manner  of  Walter  Winchell,  should 
have  been  called  Stinson's  last  stand. 
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Nothing  relieves  the  tedium  of  the  pages  of  a  humor 
magazine  Hke  a  good  joke.  — Orange  Peel 


"It  looks  like  I'm  a  failure,"  said  the  Indian's 
bloodhound.  "Here  I  am  in  the  woods,  alone  and 
without  a  red  scent.  — Dirge 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

Some  salad  and  dessert, 

And  then  she  gave  the  wrong  address, 

That  dirty  little  flirt !  — Orange  Peel 


I  bet  she  wouldn't   marry   me  and  she  called   my 
bet  and  raised  me  five.  — Pointer 


Former:  "Say,  old  man,  can  you  let  me  have  five  .  -" 

Latter:  "No  ..." 

Former:  ".  .  .  minutes  of  your  timei"" 

Latter:  ".  .  .  trouble  at  all,  old  scout." 

— Juggler 


"Darling,"  said  the  torrid  damsel,  "I  adore  you 
and  shall  love  you  to  the  last.  Will  you  say  you'll 
stay?" 

"Sure,  babe,"  was  the  reply,  "but  do  you  think 
I'll  be  able  to  last?" 


When  you 
Started  this, 
You  thought  it 
Was  a  poem. 

By  now, 
You  see 
You  were 
Mistaken. 

Isn't  it  funny 
How  people  will 
Continue  to  read 
Something  even 
When  they  know 
They're  being 
Fooled? 


WE'D  LIKE  TO  KNOW 
She:   "Do  you  know  what  good  clean  fun  is?" 
He:  "I'll  bite — what  good  is  it?" 

— Alabama  Rammer-Jammer 


Voice  from  Upstairs:  "Becky,  is  de  light  on  down 
dere?" 

"No,  fadder:  ve  turned  it  ouid." 

"Dot's  a  good  girl."  — Dodo 


TENNIS  TIME 
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GOLF  CLUBS         I  GOLF  BALLS 

From  $1.00  \    25c  -  35c  -  50c  -  75c 

Golf  Bags  $2.50  up    >        Lower  by  Dozen 
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•     •     • 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  .  .  . 
Dance  .  .  .  Freddy  Martin  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50 
Minimum  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  .  Saturday's  Clean- 
ing .  .  .  $2.50 

THE  STEVENS  .  .  .  Keith  Beecher 
.  .  .  Continental  Room  .  .  .  "They 
Minimize  $1.50" 


With  Our  Own 

Master 

of  Ceremonies 


THE  BISMARCK  .  .  .  Walnut  Room  .  .  .  Orchestra- 
tion .  .  .  Leonard  Keller  .  .  .  Saturday's  Minimum 
.  .  .  $1.50 

THE  CONGRESS  .  .  .  Host  .  .  . 
Joseph  Urban  .  .  .  Maestro  .  .  . 
George  Deveron  .  .  .  No  Charge 
for  Cover 


THE  COLLEGE  INN  .  .  .  Hotel  Sherman  .  .  .  Hear 
.  .  .  See  .  .  .  Art  Jarrett  .  .  .  Eleanor  Holm  .  .  .  and 
the  price  .  .  .  Dinner  $1.50 

THE  DRAKE  ...  on  the  Gold 
Coast  .  .  .  Noble  and  Donnelly  .  .  . 
Minimum  ...  $1.50  ..  .  Saturday 
.  .  .  $2.00 


SHOWSPOTS 


GRAND  .  .  .  "Life  Begins  at  8:40"  .  .  .  Bert  Lahr's 
Funniest  .  .  .Our  Showy  Musical  Revue 


ERLANGER  .  .  .  "Mary,   Queen  of  Scotland"   .  .  , 
Broadway  recommends  .  .  .  Helen  Hays  .  .  .  Ian  Keith 


FINAL  PAUSE 

THE  HUDDLE  .  .  .  Newest  COOLEY'S    CUPBOARDS 

Addition  .  .  .  Orrington  Ave-  ...  All  Three  .  .  .  Main  .  .  . 

nue  Chicago  .  .  .  Orrington 

PICCANINNY  BARBECUE  THE   HUT  ...  724  Clark 

.  .  .    1610  Chicago  Avenue  Street 

THE  SAN  PEDRO  .  .  . 

No  Man's  Land 
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I  QUOTE- 'DESPITE  THE  CRITICAL  TRIUMPHS! 
,THftT  MODERN   SCIENTIFIC    KESEARtH    HftS 
U^ADE ,  THERE    ARE    A    LOT   OF    PROBLEMS 

— .A>M^      ^£.y£    f^Qj  jQ  5EtTLE   ABOUT 

TMESE    ICELANDIC    POEMS  —  ' 
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ISHAM  JONES 

Talented  Eastern  Maestro 

•  COMPOSER  .  .  . 

•  RHYTHM  MAKER  .  .  . 
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INTERFRATERNITY     BALL 


To 
ART   HAMMANN 

Much  Credit  for 
Abili+y  and  Hard  Work 


FRANK  NEUNUEBEL 

Praise  for 

Co-S+aging  a 

Gala  Event 


Hotel  Stevens-  Friday,  May  17, 1935 


By  George  B.  Fritz 

At  11:30  p.  m.  on  May  5,  1934  Ted  Weems 
stopped  playing.  Dean  James  Armstrong  was  to  be 
called  on  for  a  short  speech.  Somebody  stepped  for- 
ward to  introduce  him.  The  ballroom  at  the  Evans- 
ton  Country  club  was  suddenly  hushed,  and  all  eyes 
turned  towards  the  platform. 

"Before  I  introduce  Dean  Armstrong,  let  me  intro- 
duce the  first  Interfraternity  ball,"  he  said.  Then  he 
added,  "The  first  ANNUAL  Interfraternity  ball." 

A  burst  of  applause  greeting  his  last  phrase.  The 
Dean  smiled  and  spoke  into  the  microphone  before 
him.     Ted  Weems  began  again  and  the  ball  went  on. 

Months  before  a  mere  handful  at  the  Interfraternity 
council  meeting  was  discussing  a  way  to  make  the 
Council  a  more  active  agency  on  the  campus.  Some- 
body suggested  a  dance,  and  Ed  Sale.  D.  U.,  was 
asked  to  take  care  of  it. 

"Who  will  give  Sale  a  hand?"  the  president  asked. 
Virgil  Day,  Theta  Xi,  raised  his  hand.  He  was 
recognized  as  co-chairman.  Sale,  as  early  as  the  fall 
of  1933  had  conceived  of  a  dance  sponsored  by  all  of 
the  fraternities  at  Northwestern.  He  had  learned  that 
other  colleges  had  a  Greek  Week;  before  the  Council 
ever  considered  the  plan  he  had  worked  out  tentative 
plans. 

Thus,  in  an  inauspicious  manner  one  of  the  major 
campus  social  functions  was  started.  No  ceremony. 
No  glamor.    Nothing  romantic. 

Sale  began  to  get  things  lined  up.  He  contacted 
Ted  Weems:  the  board  of  student  supervision  headed 
by  Deans  Armstrong  and  Robnett  said  the  campus 
would  never  support  another  dance  that  big.  They 
refused  to  give  the  university's  recommendation,  and 
Ted  Weems  would  come  under  no  other  arrangement. 


Sale  argued:  the  deans  said  no.  Art  Hammann,  then 
in  charge  of  arrangements  solved  the  problem.  He 
went  to  the  deans  with  a  revolutionary  proposal.  Each 
fraternity  was  to  sign  a  check  guaranteeing  the  com- 
mittee that  half  its  membership  would  purchase  tickets. 
The  checks  were  to  be  ante-dated,  cashable  two  days 
before  the  ball.  Preposterous!  the  deans  said.  But  if 
it  could  be  done,  would  the  deans  approve?  They 
would. 

Two  weeks  before  the  ball  Sale  and  Day  waited 
for  the  dean  in  his  office.  When  he  came  in  they 
planted  the  checks  on  his  desk,  waited  for  him  to  faint. 
Ted  Weems,  who  was  meanwhile  under  verbal  agree- 
ment was  notified,  and  the  contract  was  signed  with 
the  university's  recommendation. 

Even  before  this  Sale  had  won  the  committee's 
consent  to  permit  late  dates.  The  campus  had  begun 
to  realize  that  this  Interfraternity  Ball  business  was 
rapidly  evolving  into  something  big.  Sale  watched 
it  grow,  nursed  it  along,  answered  a  million  phone 
calls  a  day,  ran  the  D.  U.  freshmen  ragged. 

Two  weeks  before  the  fifth  every  one  of  the  four 
hundred  tickets  had  been  sold.  The  committee  had 
successfully  "reserved  the  moon  for  the  fifth,"  as 
Daily  Northwestern  advertising  had  promised.  In 
the  meantime  other  committeemen  were  thinking.  Joe 
Wilson  devised  an  Interfraternity  crest,  using  as  a 
model  the  Greek  helmet  that  was  used  to  characterize 
ball  publicity  and  provide  continuity  all  through  the 
campaign  to  sell  the  ball  to  Northwestern.  It  hung 
above  Weems'  orchestra  at  the  Country  club.  Sorority 
dinners  at  which  coeds  would  entertain  their  dates  the 
night  of  the  ball  and  fraternity  open  houses  Eriday 
night  were  arranged. 

{Continued  on  Page  23) 
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SCHIZOPHRENIA 


ED  VAN  DYNE 


A  Psomewhat 
Psychological  Psurvey 


In  accordance  with  +he  popular  mode  of  giving  psycho- 
logical tests,  the  PURPLE  PARROT  is  here  giving  the  re- 
sults of  a  test  compiled  after  years  of  research  by  Pro- 
fessor Dostoyovitch,  who  is  at  present  hanging  around 
Northwestern. 

Prof.  Dostoyovitch  is  a  well  known  authority  in  his  line 
(psychology).  He  has  received  degrees,  honorary  and 
otherwise,  from  several  American  and  European  institu- 
tions. The  walls  of  his  room  in  the  attic  of  the  North- 
western Psychology  laboratory  are  papered  with  cast-off 
diplomas.  The  latest  of  his  collection  is  the  degree  of 
M.  C.  (master  of  ceremonies)  which  was  conferred  upon 
him  by  a  night  school  called  the  "Black  and  Tan  Dancing 
Academy,"  located  in  Harlem,  New  York  City. 

On  New  Year's  Day,  five  years  ago,  the  famous  pro- 
fessor disappeared  from  the  Black  and  Tan  where  he  was 
conducting  an  experiment  to  determine  the  exact  effect 
of  corn  whiskey  upon  the  nervous  system.  At  noon  of 
this  historic  day,  he  arose  from  underneath  his  desk  in 
the  back  room  of  the  Academy,  at  which  place  he  had 
been  meditating  deeply  since  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
He  called  Floyd  Johnson,  dean  of  the  Academy's  school 
of  music  (who  plays  a  mean  saxophone)  and  Floyd's  sis- 
Ter  Susie,  both  of  whom  had  assisted  him  in  his  experi- 
ment. They  found  him  on  the  point  of  nervous  break- 
down from  overwork,  but  he  pulled  himself  together  and 
announced  the  result  of  his  investigation — that  "The  corn 
had  a  distinct  effect  upon  the  manifestations  of  one's  in- 
hibited emotional  responses  and  imagination,  but  that  it 
excited  one  to  somewhat  horrible  imaginings."  Luckily 
Floyd  wrote  this  down  on  a  paper  napkin,  and  the  original 
statement  is  now  on  exhibit  in  the  Academy's  trophy  case 
along  with  three  bad  checks  which  the  great  professor 
absent-mindedly  wrote  out  during  the  excitement  of  his 
investigation. 

But  to  return  to  our  story,  the  celebrated  psychologist 
concluded  his  report  by  stating  that  the  corn  was  psuedo 
(fake),  hurled  an  empty  bottle  from  among  the  array  of 
vials,  glasses  and  test  tubes  at  an  unsuspecting  scrub 
woman,  and  rushed  out  muttering  something,  which  Floyd 
could  not  catch,  about  crocodiles.  From  that  day  until 
the  day  five  years  later  when  he  showed  up  at  North- 
western, no  one  saw  hide  nor  hair  of  the  eminent  professor 
except  for  some  of  his  hair  which  was  caught  in  the  door 
of  the  Academy  as  he  was  leaving. 

The  rest  of  the  history  of  the  great  professor  is  extremely 
vague.  His  accounts  of  it  are  clothed  in  terms  so  tech- 
nical that  they  are  unintelligible  to  the  layman.  It  is 
known,  however,  that  a  man  in  Memphis  had  his  pockets 
picked  while  being  treated  for  Schizophrenia  by  a  prac- 
tioneer  who  looked  very  much  like  the  professor. 


It  was  last  January  that  the  distinguished  professor 
turned  up  on  the  Northwestern  campus  and  gave  notice 
that  he  had  compiled  a  psychological  test  which  would 
make  our  own  professors  turn  green  with  envy.  He  was 
turned  over  to  the  psychology  department  who  analyzed 
him  and  took  steps  to  turn  him  over  to  the  warden  of  the 
asylum  at  Dixon,  Illinois.  He  demanded  that  he  be  tested 
by  the  instruments  down  on  McKinlock,  and  when  he  was 
put  under  the  sanity  tester,  the  delicate  mechanism  of 
that  instrument  was  shattered  to  bits. 

Upon  examination  of  his  test,  the  department  found 
that  it  exceeded  their  wildest  dreams.  It  was  as  incoher- 
ent and  incomprehensible  as  the  chattering  of  a  babe,  and 
the  questions  were  of  such  calibre  that  they  would  make 
Dizzy  Dean  seem  to  have  an  inferiority  complex.  The  pro- 
fessor was  immediately  called  back  to  this  campus,  and 
is  now  working  (in  a  straightjacket)  on  a  new  test. 

His  questions  were  printed,  and  whenever  professors 
were  unable  to  think  up  lectures  sufficiently  dull  to  warrant 
giving,  they  gave  the  test  to  their  classes.  Only  the  na- 
tural science  department  found  it  unnecessary  to  use  it. 

Some  of  his  questions  and  the  interesting  results  ob- 
tained follow: 

Q.  I.  Are  you  happy  sometimes,  and  sad  sometimes, 
and  half  way  between  sometimes?  A.  Yes — 714.  No — 
236.     Sometimes — 23. 

Q.  2.  Is  your  mother  living  with  your  father?  A.  Yes — 
876.  No— 133. 

Q.  3.  Is  your  father  living  with  your  mother?  A.  Yes — 
133.  No — 864.  (Three  were  apparently  uncertain  on  sec- 
ond thought.) 

Q.  4.  What  does  that  make  you?  A.  Yes — 655.  No — 345. 

Q.  5.  Have  you  ever  seriously  considered  suicide?  A. 
Yes— 130.  No— 870. 

Q.  6.  Did  you  carry  it  out?  A.  Yes — 0.  No,  of  course 
not— 1000. 

O.  7.  Have  you  ever  contemplated  homicide?  A.  Yes 
— 998.  No — I.  You  can't  prove  it  though— I. 

Q.  8.  Did  you  ever  engage  In  petty  thievery?  Yes — 27. 
No — 973.  (A  careful  check-up  showed  that  approximately 
27  students  hold  responsible  positions  on  campus  such  as 
class  president,  class  treasurer,  etc.) 

Q.  9.  Do  you  enjoy  parties  and  dates?  A.  Yes — 962. 
No — 43.  Shut  up,  I'm  broke — 41. 

Q.  10.  Do  you  enjoy  "necking"  and  "petting."  A.  Yes 
— 640.  (At  this  point,  the  360  women  left  the  room  feel- 
ing that  things  had  gone  far  enough.) 

All  of  which  proves  definitely  and  conclusively,  as  do 
all  such  psychological  tests,  that — as  one  campus  philoso- 
pher puts  It — "People  have  more  fun  than  anybody." 
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FRATERNAL  INTERLUDE 

"Dr.  Raymond  Thomas,  Dean  of  the  College,  will  be  our 
dinner  guest  this  evening — be  here  and  for  God's  sake 
act  like  gentlemen." 

The  brothers  of  Rho  Rho  Rho  received  this  notice  stoically 
and  with  answering  MiGawds  turned  sadly  away  from  the 
bulletin  board.  "It  ain't  that  I  mind  the  Dean  but  what 
we've  got  to  do  before  he  gets  here  is  the  part  that  hurts," 
Brother  Rogers  was  wailing.  "We'll  practically  have  to  move 
out  .  .  .  but  let's  get  busy." 

By  common  consent  the  Sanctum  Sanctorum  was  selected 
as  the  best  spot  for  the  storage  of  all  that  the  Dean  best 
not  lay  his  eyes  on  and  for  forty-five  minutes  there  was  a 
steady  stream  of  brew-laden  brethren  making  trips  there 
to  deposit  their  precious  wares  for  safekeeping.  On  the 
outside  of  the  door  was  posted  in  bold  letters — "Sacred  to 
the  Brotherhood  of  Rho  Rho  Rho.  Only  members  of  Tri 
Rho  admitted  here — all  others  keep  out!"  And  then  the 
brothers  felt  relieved. 

As  evening  drew  on  and  they  awaited  the  august  coming 
of  the  Dean,  Fanny,  the  campus  saleswoman,  came  bounc- 
ing in  the  back  door  and  began  her  talk  to  the  boys-- 
this  time  it  was  pipe  cleaners  she  was  selling.  Brother  hHi 
Mogul  hurried  over.  "Fanny,  the  Dean's  due  here  any 
minute  for  dinner.  You'll  have  to  skip  tonight  and  drop 
back  tomorrow."  "MiGawd,  hHi,  here  comes  the  Dean  now!" 
and  they  shoved  Fanny  into  the  front  corridor  closet.  No 
spot  could  have  been  worse  and  while  Brother  Mogul  step- 
ped to  meet  the  Dean  he  dispatched  a  frosh  to  take  Fanny 
up  the  back  stairs  and  hide  her.  "And  tell  her  not  to  come 
down  until  after  the  Dean  goes." 

And  then  it  was,  "Good  evening.  Dean  Thomas.  We're 
so  happy   .   .   ." 

The  dean  ate  a  good  dinner  and  then  he  became  talka- 
tive. Boys,  it  does  my  heart  good  to  come  into  this  house 
— you  know,  I  always  thought  it  would  be  unfair  for  me  to 
disclose  my  affiliation  so  I've  never  told  the  students  that 
i  was  a  fraternity  man,  but  .  .  .  when  I  was  in  College  I 
belonged  to  the  Rho  Rho  Rho  fraternity  and  so  I  may  call 
you  brothers,  may  I  not?"  "Well,  well,  dear  Brother 
Thomas,"  and  nothing  would  do  for  Brother  Mogul  (who 
was  a  Major  in  Dean  Thomas'  sociology  department)  but 
they  exchange  the  mystic  calukar-clalkar  which  consisted 
of  twitting  the  ears,  pulling  the  nose,  and  sticking  the 
finger  in  the  eye.  The  Dean  submitted  with  gusto,  but  he 
balked  a  little  when  some  of  the  other  brothers  suggested 
they  form  the  sacred  cow.    The  Dean  vouched  that  he  was 


always  the  tall  and  couldn't  twitch  as  well  as  he  used  to, 
but,  oh  brothers,  he  would  like  to  look  at  their  Sanctum 
Sanctorum  If  they  didn't  mind,  hie  always  felt  so  near  to 
the  guardian  spirit  when  he  stood  In  the  old  hall  and  sang 
.  .  .  Brother  Mogul  was  afraid  it  was  a  little  dirty  and 
Brother  hienchman  was  sure  that  It  was  very  cold.  Brothers 
Anselm  and  hiarrls  shook  their  heads  to  assure  the  Dean 
that  the  lights  weren't  In  working  order  and  all  the  Brothers 
agreed  that  another  time  would  be  much  better. 

"Oh,  now  boys.  You  just  musn't  be  particular  just 
because  I'm  here.  Now  I  do  want  to  see  the  Sanctum 
Sanctorum  of  old  Tri  Rho  again  and  I'm  going  up  there 
by  myself  if  you  don't  take  me."  Brother  Basil  observed 
that  it  was  an  awfully  late  spring  and  didn't  Dean  Thomas 
think  so.  Brother  Grassy  wanted  to  know  if  tho  Dean  had 
seen  their  newest  trophy — but  It  was  to  no  avail. 

The  Dean  stood  up.  "Which  way  is  the  Chapter  hiall, 
boys?"  And  so  nothing  could  be  done  but  lead  Brother 
Thomas  up  the  stairs  each  one  of  which  creaked  out  the 
approaching  doom  of  old  Tri  Rho. 

Brother  Mogul  prayed  that  the  Dean  be  struck  blind — 
Brother  Grassy  prayed  he  would  fall  and  break  his  leg — 
Brother  hienchman  could  think  of  nothing  better  so  he 
prayed  the  Lord  would  make  Brother  Thomas  liberal — but 
on  went  the  funeral  procession  and  finally  they  were  at 
the  door.  Brother  Mogul  could  not  remember  where  they 
had  stacked  most  of  the  promiscuous  fluid  but  he  thought 
it  was  around  the  seat  supposedly  occupied  by  the  guardian 
spirit  of  the  fraternity. 

But  then  the  door  was  locked  and  where  was  the  key? 
Forty  brothers  felt  their  keys  in  forty  pockets  and  all  of 
them  "didn't  know  where  there  was  a  key."  The  Dean 
proved  very  helpful  and  reaching  out  he  found  "the  door 
isn't  locked  after  all  boys,"  and  in  they  went. 

Brother  Mogul  was  right  when  he  remembered  that  the 
liquor  was  stacked  around  the  guardian  spirit's  chair  and 
what  was  more — the  chair  was  occupied  by — Fanny!  But 
poor  Fanny  had  grown  tired  during  her  long  vigil.  She 
had  roamed  about  the  hall  and  in  the  semi-dark  she  had 
made  discoveries.  She  stretched  forth  her  hands  and  she 
put  them  on  something  that  was  round  and  plump  at  the 
bottom  and  straight  and  narrow  at  the  top  and  at  the  very 
tip  was  a  cork.  She  began  to  think  her  stay  might  not  be 
so  bad  after  all.  In  a  few  minutes  she  was  sure  that  It 
wasn't  so  bad  and  after  one-half  an  hour  she  was  really 
enjoying  herself.  She  had  continued  to  progress  beyond 
this  point  and  now  she  was  very  happy  and  very  agreeable. 
In  short  .  .  .  Fanny  was  drunk. 

Dean  Thomas  stopped  cold  and  looked  while  Brother 
Mogul  brought  forth  a  weak,  "You  haven't  forgotten  our 
guardian  spirit  have  you.  Brother  Thomas?"  But  just  at 
this  point,  Fanny  motioned  for  silence  and  rose  up  In  her 
dignity.  Upon  her  head  was  stacked  the  three  mystic 
symbols  of  the  brotherhood;  around  her  neck  was  the  sacred 
rope  with  which  the  founders  had  been  hung  and  In  her 
hand  she  carried  the  "Great  and  Glorious  Secrets  of  Rho 
Rho  Rho."  But  even  then  it  did  not  stop  and  as  the  Dean 
turned  with  blazing  eyes  to  retreat,  Fanny  raised  with  ardor 
the  sacred  anthem,  "I  won't  be  home  until  morning"  .  .  . 
(Editor's  note:  The  remainder  of  the  sad  tale  of  the  adven- 
tures of  the  Brethren  of  Rho  Rho  Rho  was  Intentionally 
deleted.  It  was  singularly  suggestive  and  there  are  Deans 
who  exist  elsewhere  than  In  the  pages  of  fiction.) 
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^^UHUEY 
TO 
HUGH 


The 

Honored  Hugh  Sampson  Johnson 
United  States  of  America 
Dear  friend  Hugh: 

I  really  don't  know  where  to  send  this,  you  seem  to  be 
so  insignificant  these  days,  but  I'm  interested  in  seeing 
the  reaction  of  all  the  various  types  of  people  in  the 
country  to  my  great  plans  and  I  found  that  you  were  the 
only  one  in  your  class,  so  that  explains  this  here  letter. 

Now  Hugh,  suppose  I  sent  you  some  chickens,  a  dog,  a 
little  house  with  six  rooms  and  cold  water  and  $500  in 
cash,  what  would  you  say?  Well,  that's  just  what  United 
States  Senator  Huey  P.  Long  of  Louisiana  is  going  to  do 
for  his  friend  Sargent  Hugh  S.  Johnson  and  every  other 
citizen  of  this  country  no  matter  how  lowdown.  Hugh, 
I'm  going  to  give  back  to  every  man  just  what  you  took 
away — a  decent  living.  Now,  Hugh  I  have  great  admira- 
tion for  your  forensic  ability.  Dawggone,  I  wish  I  had 
your  speel — you  know,  I  saw  a  sign  in  an  Arkansas  eating- 
joint  that  reminded  me  of  you:  "Use  less  sugar  and  stir 
like  hell — we  don't  mind  the  noise."  But  after  a  little 
thought  I  realized  that  you  use  a  lot  of  sugar,  stir  like 
Hell  and  still  it  don't  do  you  any  good. 

Down  in  the  country  I  come  from  they  say  a  little  verse 
about  the  ass: 

What  a  funny  beast  the  mule  are. 

He  has  two  legs  behind  and  two  before. 

But  you  have  to  stand  behind  the  two  behind 

Before  you  find  what  the  two  behind  be  for. 

Now  you're  the  ass  and  Franklin  led  us  up  behind  you 
and  you  snorted  and  bucked  but  you  just  couldn't  get 
those  feet  off  the  ground  and  all  it  did  for  the  American 
people  was  to  destroy  their  faith  in  the  ass. 

While  I'm  on  the  line,  Hugh,  I  might  as  well  tell  you  what 
the  greatest  school  in  the  country  is  going  to  do.  Louisiana 
State  University  is  planning  to  put  in  a  course  in  Practical 
Voting  and  Huey  P.  Long — yessir — Huey  Pierce  Long  of 
Louisiana  is  going  to  be  the  teacher.  Now,  Hugh,  I  thought 
you  might  be  interested  in  what  I'll  have  to  say.    You  seem 


to  have  listened  to  me  pretty  closely  in  the  past.  If  you're 
interested,  Hugh,  I'll  see  what  kind  of  a  deal  I  can  make 
for  you — it  won't  be  the  nude  kind  you  made  for  me.  I 
know  you  don't  have  any  money,  Hugh,  so  I'll  see  if  I  can't 
get  you  on  one  of  our  teams  down  here — -I  think  that  I 
could  get  you  a  scholarship  on  the  tumbling  team.  You 
seem  to  have  had  some  recent  training  along  those  lines. 

FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF  THOSE  WHO  HAVE  JUST 
STARTED  READING,  THIS  IS  UNITED  STATES  SENATOR 
HUEY  P.  LONG  FROM  LOUISIANA  WRITING  TO  HIS 
FRIEND  HUGH  S.  JOHNSON. 

Now,  Hugh,  don't  act  like  the  mosquito  who  starved  to 
death  In  a  nudist  camp  because  he  couldn't  make  up  his 
mind.  Let  me  hear  from  you.  I  know  your  reputation  for 
speed,  Hugh,  and  If  It  takes  as  long  for  you  to  answer 
this  as  it  did  for  you  and  your  Blue  Buzzard  government  to 
get  going,  you'd  better  address  your  reply  to, 
Huey  P.  Long 
The  White  House 


HUGH  TO  HUEY 

The  Hon.  Huey  P.  Long 

Official  Extraordinary  in  Charge  of  the  Garbage  Can 

The  White  House 

Dear  Huey: 

Your  kind  letter  affected  me  very  much.  My  situation 
is  somewhat  like  the  little  boy  who  left  the  door  open  on 
a  train.  The  man  sitting  next  to  him  shouted:  "Get  up  and 
close  the  door,  were  you  born  in  a  barn?"  The  boy  arose, 
closed  the  door,  returned  to  his  seat  and  began  crying. 
The  man  felt  a  bit  bad  and  said  to  him,  "Son,  I  didn't 
mean  to  hurt  your  feelings."  "Oh.  you  didn't  hurt  my  feel- 
ings," returned  the  boy,"  but  I  was  raised  In  a  barn  and 
every  time  I   hear  a  jackass  bray  it  makes  me  homesick." 

As  for  your  kind  offer,  I'd  be  inclined  to  settle  right  now 
for  one  rooster,  a  room  and  35c  In  cash.  You  keep  the  dog 
— you're  going  to  need  some  company  and  you  might  as 
well  pick  someone  congenial.  You  want  to  know  what  I'd 
say  if  you  sent  all  these  things  to  me?  It  would  probably 
start  with  "I'll  be  dammed  .  .  ."  Now  as  for  what  I'd  think 
.  .  .  perhaps  you'll  understand  if  I  put  it  this  way:  my 
stenographer  being  a  lady,  cannot  type  what  I  think  of  you, 
I  being  a  gentleman  cannot  think  it,  but  you  being  neither 
will   understand  what  I   mean. 

I  told  one  skunk  what  I  thought  of  him  and  all  I  had  to 
do  further  was  to  add  a  hint  or  two  as  to  what  I  might  do 
if  he  got  obstreperous.  But  as  for  you,  I  don't  believe  I 
need  do  anything  but  give  you  one  good  look  and  you'd 
wilt.  You've  been  down  in  the  tall  grass  so  long  you  can't 
think  except  in  terms  of  hayseed.  And  these  speeches  you 
make,  Huey,  remind  me  of  a  blind  man  trying  to  read 
greek  with  his  mouth  full  of  mush.  They  say  that  radio 
broadcasting  is  past  the  infant  stage  and  the  problem 
now  with  buzzards  like  you  is  to  get  infants  past  the  broad- 
casting stage. 

I'm  a  man  of  few  words,  Huey.  I  may  not  give  you  as 
much  space  answering  your  next  letter  but  at  least  I'll 
read  it. 

Martially  yours, 
■  General  Hugh  S.  Johnson 


PURPLE     PARROT 


WHAT 


WEAR? 


That  is  the  question  that  first  confronted  Adam  after  Eve  with  the  wanton 
wile  of  a  woman  finally  had  her  own  way.  Adam  became  clothes  conscious. 
He  solved  his  wardrobe  worries  with  a  mere  gesture  of  his  hand — like  a  college 

TOman  with  a  charge  account — by  plucking  a  leaf  in  the  verdant  Garden  of  Eden. 
It  was  as  easy  as  taking  a  bite  of  the  apple,  but  not  as  thoughtless.    Adam  was 
compelled  to  take  into  account  the  same  principles  in  the  selection  of  his  attire 
as  are  integral  in  the  problems  of  the  modern  college  man's  wardrobe.  His  clothes 
had  to  be  appropriate,  comfortable,  and  neat.    The  verdant  garden  contained 
as  many  leaves,  as  any  Men's  clothing  establishment  contains  suits,  to  choose 
from.    The  situations  to  which  Adam's  leaf  had  to  be  appropriate  were  occa- 
sioned by  his  suddenly  acquired  modesty.    The  leaf  had  to  be  opaque.    Being  a 
sensory  organism,  as  we  all  are,  Adam  required  comfort  in  some  slight  degree. 
Consequently,  the  leaf  had  to  be  soft.    Assuming  that  he  was  the  perfect  man, 
he  was  naturally  neat.    The  leaf  had  to  be  the  cor- 
rect size  and  shape:  and  the  abundance  of  leaves  and 
lack  of  men  automatically  achieved  a  successful  solu- 
tion of  the  laundry  problem.    Now  the  acquisition  of 
a  fairly  complete  college  wardrobe  is  not  much  more 
of  a  job   than   the  plucking   of   that  first   leaf   was. 
The  identical  purpose,  to  clothe  correctly,  is  involved. 
There  are  no  rules  for  the  selection  of  clothes. 
A  few  helpful  hints  may  be  offered,  a  few  generaliza- 
tions cited:  but  the  selection  of  clothes,  as  the  selection  of  a  creed  or  profession, 
must    remain    a    personal    decision.      Men's    stores    of    good    repute    may    be 
relied    upon    to    furnish    this    information    to    their    customers    to    assure    the 
promulgation    of    their    hard    earned    reputations.      Price    stores,    which    fea- 
ture   astounding    price    cuts,    and    small    stock    haberdasheries    are    often    too 
absorbed  with  the  acquisitive  intent  of  a  sale  to  pay   much   attention   to   the 
correct  artistic  appearance  of  their  customer.    Thus,  it  is  well  to  have  a  general      — 
idea  of  what  certain  patterns  in  materials  do  to  the  human  figure,  when  they 

are  made  up  into  a  suit,  and  what  the  effects  of  certain  cuts  and  stylings  of 
clothes  are  upon  the  male  physiognomy.  For  instance,  an  elementary  example 
is  the  fat  man  attired  in  a  loud  checkered  suit,  which  merely  increases  his  ugly 
corpulence.  The  correctly  dressed  little  man,  on  the  contrary,  hails  with  glee 
the  return  of  plaids  and  checks  in  men's  fashions.  The  short,  stocky  man.  if 
he  is  wise,  realizes  that  horizontal  lines  in  his  clothes  tend  to  emphasize  his 
stockiness:  and  he  probably  tends  toward  vertical  pin-stripes  in  his  selections 
of  suits  to  increase  as  much  as  possible  an  affect  of  height.  Loud  colors  attract 
attention  to  whatever  they  adorn  and  tend  to  add  size  to  an  article.  Subdued 
shades,  however,  effectively  utilized  in  a  costume  with  an  occasional  small  patch 
of  brilliant  color  may  achieve  many  purposes,  depending  upon  the  combinations 
concocted.  Materials  with  conspicious  surface  qualities,  varying  from  the  soft 
wooly  fabrics  to  the  hard  shiny  materials,  add  a  connotation  to  any  costume 
which  immediately  dubs  the  wearer  as  a  man  with  taste  or  one  lacking  it  com- 
pletely. 

The  following  items  listed  are  merely  suggestions  of  what  is  the  newest  and 
'_      the  best  items,  to  wear  during  participation  in  daily  pursuits. 


Wm  CLASSES 

Fashion  dotes  on  the  double-breasted  for  Spring  Days  Esquire  .  .  .  Smartest 
Gray  flannel  with  chalk  stripe  .  .  .  Sharkskin  .  .  .  Glen  plaid  .  .  .  Saxony  type 
fabric  .  .  .  Herringbone  patterned  Shetland  .  .  .  Suits  .  .  .  Htaleah  model  with 
soft  drape,  kit  bag  buttoned  pockets,  and  full  gathered  back  and  the  Mollis  Hall 
with  pliable  shoulders  and  soft  lounge  cut  .  .  .  MacFarland's. 

Sport  odds  .  .  .  the  shirred  back,  inverted  pleat  in  flannels  and  worsteds 
along  with  a  new  low-priced  checked  golf  jacket  with  sport  back  to  be  worn 
with  slacks  of  multiduinous  patterns  in  flannel  .  .  .  The  Hub.  Also,  the  newest 
in  striped  suits,  the  diagonal  double-breasted  model. 

At  Field's  the  high  waisted,  zipper  fly,  pleated  slacks  in  flannel  are  utilized 
with  sport  coats  in  Gaberdines,  Harris  Tweeds,  and  Shetlands  with  hound's 
tooth,  club  checks,  and  plaids  .  .  .  the  cuts  are  varied  to  suit  the  man — they  may 
be  had  in  bi-swing  or  shirred  backs,  inverted  pleats  and  usually  patch  pockets. 
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by  SQUIRE 
SURREY 


SPORTS 


Camel  hair  slack  sox  sound  comfortable  and  look  well  .  .  .  open  weave 
polo  shirts  in  colors  .  .  .  for  a  new  windbreaker,  if  suede  is  not  suave  enough 
for  you,  is  the  bi-swing  back,  belted,  pleated  capeskin  zipper  sport  jacket  .  .  . 
The  Hub. 

String  belt  in  brilliant  colors,  also  string  suspenders  .  .  .  kid  and  perforated 
white  belts  .  .  .  Sweaters  of  all  descriptions,  shirred  backs  predominating,  in 
brushed  wool,  open  weaves,  with  mixed  or  solid  colors  .  .  .  Field's. 

Polo  shirts  and   white  ducks  are  still   ducky   for  tennis,    and   slacks   and 
sweaters  take  precedence  for  most  other  sports.    Raglan  shoulders  and  full  backs 
in  jackets  give  most   freedom  of  movement. 

Shoes  of  white  elk  and  the  brown  buckle  reverse  calfskin  with  crepe 
soles  sound  comfortable  and  smart  .  .  .  the  custom  spade  buckskins  in 
white  and  the  wing  tip  in  black  and  white  and  brown  and  white  are 
still  fashionable  and  serviceable  .  .  .  The  Hub  .  .  .  another  new  one  is 
the  inlay  moccasin  type  with  ventilated  sides  in  white  elk. 


^  FORMAL 

Formal  shirts  have  starched  bosoms,  but  not  heavily  so  . 
pleated  and  have  turned  down  collars  attached  for  the  black  bo 
in  .   .   .   last  season's  white  coat  and  tuxedo  trousers  of  black 
palm  beach  are  comfortably  correct  .  .  .  Field's. 

Shawl  collars  in  single-  and  double-breasted  palm  beach 
coats  for  use  with  the  tuxedo  black  trousers  and  cumber  bands 
in  black  are  the  formal  featured  .  .  .  The  Hub. 

Mess  jackets,  though  still  available  are  not  the  newest  and 
have  proven  to  be  too  uniform  like.  A  black  and  white  pocket 
handkerchief  worn  in  the  breast  pocket  is  quite  permissible  and 
effective  .  .  .  The  Hub. 


A  wardrobe  must  be  planned — unless  you  have  an  unlimited  charge  account 
or  credit  affiliation  at  your  favorite  haberdashery — not  as  a  seasonal  project,  but 
one  covering  a  number  of  years.  A  great  factor  in  the  attainment  of  an  extensive 
wardrobe  by  mediocre  annual  expenditures  is  care.  Constant  dry  cleaning  is 
to  a  suit  of  clothes  what  constant  inebriation  is  to  an  alchoholic,  untimely  death. 
Shoe  forms  applied  nightly  will  alleviate  that  common  difficulty  of  warped  inner 
soles  in  shoes  that  cause  callouses  and  add  to  the  lifetime  and  appearance  of  the 
shoes  to  boot.  Thus,  by  careful  assimilation,  article  by  article,  your  closet  may 
produce  as  prolific  a  variety  of  costumes  as  the  next  fellow's,  if  you  care  for 
your  clothes  once  you  have  attained  them. 

Use  all  the  antagonistic  arguments  that  a  Bourgeoise  mind  can  conjure — 
term  interest  in  dress  effeminate,  assinine,  peculiar,  or  vain — clothes  will  remain 
important  items.  The  appearance  of  Northwestern's  campus  to  out  of  town 
and  local  visitors  is  largely  dependent  upon  the  taste  evinced  in  the  clothes  worn 
by  the  students  on  campus.  Genius  is  the  only  excuse  for  nude  intelligence; 
display  your  intelligence  in  comfortably  correct  clothes. 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


FREEDUMB 
OF  THE  PRESS 


DEER,  DEER! 
The  stag  at  eve  had  drunk  his  fill 

As  stags  can  do  and  sometimes  will 
And  herein  lies  a  pun,  I  think 

His  doe  had  gone  to  get  the  drink. 
And  when,  anon,  he  woke  to  see 

His  doe  no  longer  there,  quoth  he, 
"Since  I  am  broke  and  out  of  luck 

She's  gone  to  find  another  buck." 
He'd  no  doe  left,  and,  hence,  was  broke. 

So  his  doe  left,  and  here's  the  joke 
Though  he  was  broke  and  out  of  luck 

She'd  walked  away  and  left  a  buck. 

— Columns 


Drunk  (seeing  snake  under  his  bed) — Wha'sha 
doin*  unner  my  bed,  huh? 

Snake — S'all  right,  old  man.  I'm  just  looking  for 

a  spot  to  hiss  in.  Red  Cat 


We  heard  recently  of  a  little  fellow  who  was  run- 
ning to  school  for  fear  of  being  late.  While  running 
he  was  praying. 

"Oh,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  don't  let  me  be  late  for 
school!  Please  don't  let  me  be  late." 

Just  then  the  little  tyke  slipped  on  a  banana  peel 
and  fell  rather  hard. 

Nursing  his  scraped  knees,  he  remarked:  "Well. 
Gees,  I  didn't  ask  to  be  shoved!"  — Colgate  Banter 

FOG 

The  fog  comes 

on  little  cat  feet — 

about  the  time 

of  examinations — 

It  sits  looking 

over  desk  and  chair — 

Then  moves  on. — 

And  sometimes  it  stays. 

— Purple  Cow 


Seer:  In  the  darkness  of  the  nighf  of  ignorance  your  need 

is  an  encyclopedia. 

Hobo:  The  pedals  hurf  my  feef. 


First  Stewd:  Who's  your  close-mouthed  brother 
over  there? 

Second  Stewd:  He  ain't  no  close-mouthed.  He's 
waiting  for  the  janitor  to  come  back  with  the  spit- 
toon. — Benvento  Slack.   Thief 


History  Prof. — "Who  was  Talleyrand?" 
Student — "A  fan  dancer,  and  cut  the  baby  talk." 

— Exchange 


Young  Man — Pardon  me,  this  must  be  the  wrong 
berth. 

Old  Maid  (sighing) — How  you  boys  do  jump  at 
conclusions.  — Alabama  Rammer-Jammer 


Very  kind  old  lady:  "Here  here,  little  boy.  stop 
kicking  your  little  brother  in  the  stomach." 

Little  boy:  "Oh  that's  all  right.  Lady.  He's  dead 
now."  — Kitty  Kat 


A  census  taker  asked  the  woman  at  the  door:  "How 
many  in  your  family?" 

"Five."  snapped  the  answer.  "Me.  the  old  man. 
kid.  cow  and  cat." 

"And  the  politics  of  your  family?" 

"Mixed.  I'm  a  Republican,  the  old  man's  a  Demo- 
crat, the  kid's  wet,  the  cow's  dry,  and  the  cat's  a 
Populist."  — Whirlwind 


And  then  there  was  the  little  girl  who  signed  her 
arithmetic  paper   "Mae  West"   because  she  done   'em 


wrong. 


-Banter 
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"I've  just   taken   a   shine   to   your   wife,"   said   the 
stork  to  the  negro  when  leaving  the  house.  — Log 


The  man  with  the  suitcase  chased  the  train  to  the 
end  of  the  platform,  but  failed  to  catch  it.  As  he 
slowly  walked  back,  mopping  his  brow,  an  interested 
onlooker  voluteered; 

"Did  you  miss  your  train?" 

"Oh,  not  much,"  was  the  disarming  reply.  "You 
see,  I  never  got  to  know  it  very  well."  — Exchange 


WHAT  NEWSPAPER? 
"Bill,"   the  poet  gasped  to  his  friend,    "I   wrote  a 
poem  about  my  little  boy  and  began   the  first  verse 
with  these  words,  "My  son,  my  pigmy  counterpart — " 
"Yes,  Yes?" 

a    newspaper    from    his    pocket, 
see  what  that  compositor  did  to 


The  poet  drew 
"Read,"  he  blazed, 
my  opening  line." 

The    friend    read    aloud 
counterpart." 


'M 


y    son,    my    pig.    my 


Radio  stations  should  start  off  the  morning  broad- 
cast with:  "Who  the  hell  left  the  radio  on  all  night?" 

— Reserve  Red  Cat 


Mother — Well,  son.  what  have  you  been  doing  ail 
afternoon? 

Son — Shooting  craps.  Mother. 

Mother — That  must  stop.  Those  little  things  have 
as  much  right  to  live  as  you  have.  — Red  Cat 


He  opened  the  door,  entered,  and  sat  down.  He 
touched  her  lightly  with  his  foot.  She  turned  over, 
then  died.  He  touched  her  again;  she  sputtered, 
started  into  temporary  life,  but  lapsed  once  more  into 
silence.    He  tried  to  choke  her,  but  that  did  no  good. 

"I  never  saw  you  so  cold,"  he  murmured.  "Guess 
I'll  have  to  get  out  and  crank  you."      —Columns 


Eenie,  meenie,  minee,  moe 
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PURPLE     PARROl 


Emily  Post's 

Old  Man,  Egbert,  Tells  You 

HOW  NOT  TO  FUMBLE  THE  INTERFRAT  BALL 


the  board  of  trustees  plus  the  w.s.g.a.  gang  have 
asked  that  this  article  be  written  in  order  that  you 
and  you  and  you — mr.  and  miss,  and  who  knows, 
perhaps,  mrs.  northwestern  might  know  how  to  con- 
duct yourself  and  date  correctly  and  properly  at  the 
coming  brawl — namely,  the  grikk  tragedy,  or  as  that 
bunch  of  mugs  called  the  faculty  would  say,  the  inter- 
fraternity  ball,  now  for  those  few  thousand  fish  that 
still  believe  good  old  n.u.  is  their  alma  mater — yes,  i 
mean  the  freshmen — we  must  explain  that  the  inter- 
fraternity  ball  is  not  the  one  that  is  kicked  aroundi 
out  at  the  dyche  bleachers  and  also  by  bleachers,  we 
don't  mean  those  golden-topped  lassies  that  drape 
their  forms  and  what-have  yous  on  u.h.  steps — those, 
my  young  frans,  are  called  blondes  and  they  are  just 
dyeing  to  meat  you. 

now  of  course  you  all  know  that  this  brawl  is  the 
high  spot  of  what  is  known  as  greek  week-end.  in 
order  to  explain  everything  so  clearly  that  even  a  col- 
lege senior  might  know  exactly  what  the  score  is,  who 
has  the  ball,  and  who  to  cheer  for — we  must  inform 
you  that  a  "greek"  is  not  the  man  that  runs  the  purple 
inn,  but  that  is  the  name  applied  to  the  august  body 
known  to  the  collegiate  world  as  the  fraternity,  our 
best  example  of  greeks  are  the  betas — have  you  ever 
tried  to  read  and  pronounce  their  names — it  has  been 
rumored  that  their  chapter  roll  sounds  like  the  foot- 
ball lineup  of  japan  wesleyan  or  an  arabian  menu, 
now  in  attempting  to  explain  "week-end" — if  you 
have  ever  gone  to  a  movie  and  had  to  sit  through 
a  feature  and  six  shorts — you  know  exactly  what 
we  mean. 

now  this  great  school  of  ours  is  so  fashioned  as  to 
let  everyone  have  his  own  little  racket — the  tennis 
team  has  theirs,  the  athletic  department  has  theirs 
in  those  second  semester  student  cards,  al  capone  has 
his  in  beer  and  the  messrs.  neunuebel  and  hammann 
have  theirs  in  the  interfraternity  scoot — so  don't  go 
tsk,  tsk.  when  you  see  frankie  or  artie  breeze  out  in 
new  suits  following  the  final  check-up  on  the  gold 
gathered  and  goodness  knows,  both  of  those  guys 
need  new  suits  so  this  must  be  a  good  cause,  we  like 
to  see  them  both  get  brand  new  breach  of  promise 
suits  also. 

now  for  a  very  little  history  concerning  this  dance 
— it  has  not  the  history  that  you  may  expect — there 
was  no  great  philosopher  that  said,  "a  boid  in  the 
hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush — if  you  have  a  glove 
on,"  and  there  was  no  idle  twaddle  about  anyone 
getting  good  and  plastered  in  order  to  discover  a  new 
country  like  bing  crosby  did — but  this  whole  thing 
was  invented  by  two  fellers  that  had  gotten  way  be- 
hind in  their  housebills  and  having  run  out  of  excuses 
to  their  old  men  for  legal  tender,  they  decided  to  have 


a  mix-up  called  the  inter-frat  glide — thus,  children, 
the  coming  event  was  born. 

now  to  get  down  to  the  serious  part  of  this  article 
and  tell  you  people  that  have  been  sucked  in  for  tickets 
just  exactly  what  to  do  and  what  not  to  do  during 
the  grikk  tragedy,  (author's  note:  the  censors  have 
asked  us  not  to  use  the  word  drinking  in  the  article — 
so  when  we  mean  quaffing  from  here  on,  we  will 
calmly  disguise  it  and  call  it  guzzling — anything  for 
the  faculty.) 

now  our  first  advice  is  for  those  chosen  few  that 
desire  to  "guzzle"  during  the  performance  and 
still  attend  this  function  is  to  disguise  yourself 
either  as  a  northwestern  baseball  player  or  a  phi  kap, 
in  this  costume,  you  may  do  what  you  like  cause  no 
one  will  pay  any  attention  to  you  for  the  simple  rea- 
son that  they  have  never  heard  of  you  before — the 
only  trouble  with  this  last  attempt  to  fox  the  faculty 
— and  they  will  all  be  there  cause  they  get  in  free — 
is  that  you  have  to  spend  some  time  explaining  that 
you  really  are  one  of  northwestern's  units. 

i  suppose  that  they  will  have  the  boys  hang  on  the 
feed  bag  at  the  different  gals'  lodges — notice,  i  said 
feed  bag — so  if  you  think  this  article  is  just  simple, 
here  is  a  really  serious  tip:  if  you  have  never  eaten  at 
a  sorority  house  before,  then  be  prepared — in  order  to 
enjoy  your  meal,  bring  a  long  distance  telescope  in 
order  to  find  the  meat — we're  leaving  it  up  to  your 
own  intelligence  and  imagination  when  you  have  to 
determine  which  is  the  one  pea  and  which  is  the  one 
potato.  All  in  all,  if  the  meals  are  served  at  six  bells — 
grab  yourself  a  forty-cent  sack  of  nickel  hamburgers 
at  five-thirty,  and  girlies,  don't  think  you  can  feed 
your  young  men  on  the  meager  amount  of  nourish- 
ment that  is  handed  out  in  a  sorority  hut,  'cause  that's 
a  lot  of  baloney — in  fact,  it's  more  than  they  can  eat. 
fellers,  you  can  get  a  better  meal  at  macfarlands  and 
this  is  no  cheap  advertising  'cause  that's  a  clothing 
store. 

and  speaking  of  clothing,  well  as  we  understand  it. 
no  matter  how  hard  it  is  snowing,  this  brawl  will 
be  summer  formal,  in  this  way.  the  waiters  at  the 
various  frat  clubs  have  the  jump  on  the  brothers  for 
they  not  only  get  more  to  eat  but  they  have  their  own 
white — or  nearly  white — jackets.  However,  all  white 
suits  are  in  order  and  we  give  you  three  good  tips, 
where  the  gentlemen  of  northwestern — if  there  are 
any  such  boobs — can  acquire  white  outfits — the  streets 
are  full  of  street  cleaners,  the  shopping  districts  are 
over-crowded  with  barber  shops,  and  the  hospitals 
are  jammed  with  internes,  look  one  up — it  will  save 
your  money  and  you  can  get  the  honey  two  violets 
in  the  corsage  instead  of  one — that  is,  if  you're  faster 
(Continued  on  Page  27) 
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^^^  ^O^    HANDS 


A  GOOD 

PIPE  TOBACCO 

MUST  HAVE  ^ath 

MILDNESS 

ct/nd 

FLAVOR 


g^^ii^l 


MILDNESS  in  a  pipe  tobacco  is 
important,  to  be  sure.  But  mild- 
ness alone  is  not  enough.  A  good  pipe 
tobacco  must  have  both  MILDNESS 
and  FLAVOR.  Then  it's  a  comfort- 
ing smoke. 

In  Edgeworth  you  get  the  blandest 
blend  you  can  pack  in  your  pipe,  be- 
cause it  is  made  from  the  tenderest 
leaves  of  "the  mildest  pipe  tobacco 
that  grows."  And  then  you  get  that 
rich  full-bodied  flavor  that  has  won 
thousands  to  Edgeworth  over  the 
last  thirty  years. 


Economical,  too.  On  account  of 
the  way  Edgeworth  is  prepared  for 
your  pipe  you  will  get  more  hours  of 
pipe  smoking  than  many  cheaper  to- 
baccos provide.  It's  not  the  first  cost 
— it's  what  it  costs  to  keep  your  pipe 
going  that  counts. 

Try    Edgeworth    and    get    higher 
pleasure  at  lowest  cost  per  hour. 


Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  et 
Edgeworth  in  Slice  form.  15i  pocket  pack- 
age to  pound  humidor  tin.  Several  sizes  in 
vacuum  packed  tins.  Made  and  guaran- 
feed  by  Larus  S"  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va. 


EDGEWORTH  HAS  ^t^ 

MILDNESS  .2^2^  FLAVOR  r- 


UNCLE  DUDLEY 
COMES  TO  TOWN 
AND  DOES  THE 
DIRT  GATHERING 


Hallo,  hallo,  hallo  strengers  and  keeds.  It's  just 
Aunty  Polly  doin'  her  best  to  crash  Wally  O'Keefe's 
show.  The  best  she  can  do,  kiddies,  is  to  make  the 
news  program. 

A  bit  of  dirt,  slush,  and  mud  and  we're  through. 
First  the  Senior  Ball.  .  .  . 

Holly  Peck  practically  refused  to  go  through  with 
the  grand  march  without  just  one  more  quickly.  A 
few  jabs  to  the  ribs  by  Jane  Orr  took  care  of  the 
situation  just  in  time. 

Ginny  Burnham  finally  made  the  Ball  with  Ed 
Barnett.  How  one  gal  can  be  so  true  to  three  Sig 
Chis  and  Barnett  at  the  same  time  is  beyond  your  old 
Aunty. 

Shirley  Larson's  date  danced  in  the  most  prominent 
places  so  that  everyone  might  see  him.  He  really 
looks  better  in  a  basketball  suit. 

How  did  you  like  Norm  Bradish's  vest?  Question- 
ing his  date  Ike  Sparrow,  Aunty  found  out  that  the 
vest  was  home-made.     Durned  good  knittin'.  Norm. 

It  is  rumored  that  Izzy  Mulligan,  who  seemed  to 
have  picked  up  something  to  go  to  the  Ball  with 
(your  guess  is  as  good  as  ours) ,  just  couldn't  recog- 
nize her  own  father  when  she  finally  arrived. 

Through  the  "haze"  Betty  Lapp  was  announcing 
the  fact  that  she  had  finally  landed  Dave  Hess'  pin. 
Deah,  deah,  that  old  pin  custom  has  returned,  and 
you're  supposed  to  be  engaged,  too,  when  you  get 
one.  Aunty  will  have  to  admit  that  she  got  a  pin 
once,  but  the  conditions  were  such  that  she'll  not  give 
the  bloody  details. 

Walt  Leesch.  the  Pal  of  the  Sig  Chi  lodge,  re- 
ceived a  bill  for  ten  dollars  on  his  way  to  the  Ball.  It 
seems  that  he  did  sixty  on  the  drive  .  .  .  and  naturally, 
had  no  idea  that  the  car  was  traveling  that  fast.  While 
on  the  Sig  Chis,  their  prexy  Chuck  Rundall  took 
June  VJilson,  Kappa  screwball,  to  the  dance  right  in 
the  middle  of  her  seige  with  the  measles. 

Aunty  cannot  figure  out  just  why  Eddie  Gill  is 
trying  to  play  ball  in  both  the  Pi  Phi  house  and  Theta 
house.  Ginny  is,  as  we  are  told,  supposed  to  have 
something  that  Betty  doesn't  have.  It  couldn't  pos- 
sibly be  that  Plymouth? 

The  Miami  Triad  was  full  of  good  things,  most  of 
which  we  can't  print.  The  whole  business  started 
off  with  Dex  Hastings  lazily  spreading  his  400 
pounds  on  the  dance  floor.  Next  came  Bob  Albrtt- 
ton  claiming  he  was  the  real  McCoy.  Chuck  Carey 
was  weaving  around  the  floor  in  beautiful  shape  with 
Thompson  dragging  along,  as  usual.  Good  old  "Re- 
form" Springer  was  there  with  his  boys  who  decided 
they  should  have  been  Phi  Beta  Delts  at  Iowa. 


PURPLE     PARROT 

POLLYANNA 

but  .  .  . 
It's  Still 
In  the  Family 

There  was  never  a  party  that  Jimmy  Martin  did 
not  attend  and  the  Triad  was  no  exception.  He  was 
too  prominent.  George  Alt  had  a  birthday  celebra- 
tion there  but  did  not  end  up  in  Clinton,  Iowa  as  he 
did  the  week  before.  Sunderland  again  took  the 
Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi  to  the  dance  and  kept  his. 
eye  on  her  all  evening  while  she  looked  for  some 
means  of  escape.  Rundall  stagged  the  dance  but  was 
seen  about  two  o'clock  escorting  some  gorgeous  blond 
around  the  loop. 

Babe  Howard,  DU  transfer  is  having  a  great  deal  of 
tough  luck  with  his  love  affairs.  After  scraping  up  five 
dollars  over  a  three  months  period  to  take  a  certain 
Alpha  Phi  to  the  Empire  Room,  he  went  to  a  show 
on  a  double.  No  names  mentioned.  This  was  done 
because  she  loved  him  so  well,  and  wanted  to  help 
him  save  his  money  .  .  .  yeah. 

There's  a  rumor  around  the  campus  that  Art  whit's- 
his-name  from  the  DU  lodge  wants  publicity  in  this 
column  for  his  Interfrat  Blowout.  That's  one  dance 
that  will  need  plenty  of  publicity  and  we'll  try  to 
help  him  out.  In  the  first  place  it's  too  bad  they 
didn't  choose  a  Navy  man  for  this  ball  and  thereby 
guarantee  much  profit.  But  no,  they  decided  to  give 
Nuenuebel  a  chance  to  make  up  for  that  charity  flop, 
and  then  Hammann,  if  he  aided  Frank,  could  get  a 
chance  to  blow  his  mouth  on  something  constructive, 
for  a  change.  Anyhow,  if  you  don't  want  to  go  to 
the  ball,  it's  o.  k.  because  it's  paid  for  before  now. 

You  readers  of  the  Chi  Trib  can  have  your  hero 
right  here  on  campus,  as  Bob  Swisher's  new  nickname 
is  Streaky. 

Dan  Dyer  went  to  Florida  for  his  vacation  and 
came  back  a  week  late  with  a  coat  of  tan.  He's  been 
strutting  around  the  gals  since  his  return  as  if  he  had 
something  .  .  .  our  guess  is  small-pox. 

We've  mentioned  this  triumverate  before  but  Chip 
Taylor  spent  the  spring  recess  at  Shirley's  home  on 
her  invitation,  and  she  told  Jacobs  that  Chip  had  in- 
vited himself.  This  is  why,  as  we  see  it,  that  Jacobs 
broke  a  date  last  week  by  feeding  the  little  woman 
feenamint  that  aftetnoon. 

Reed  Babcock  still  swears  that  his  bright  yellow 
tie  is  not  an  advertisement.  Brother  DeWitt  Gibson 
backs  him  up  saying  that  Reed  enjoys  the  S  and  G 
(Star  and  Garter  for  those  very  few  that  didn't  know) 
as  much  or  more  than  Gibby  does,  and  that's  going  a 
long  way. 

Johnson  Beyer  stepped  out  on  his  class  dance  to 
contract  bills  for  the  exact  amount  the  class  lost.  What 
power  these  class  president's  have. 

{Continued  on  Page  20) 
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PREFACE 
TO  SUMMER 

By 
JOANN 


In  the  picture,  the  Hatfield  twins, 
Ann  and  Betty,  are  wearing  linen 
crash  shorts  and  rennovable  wrap- 
around skirts.  Both  symbolize  summer 
pastels,  one  being  turquoise  and  the 
dher  pink. 


The  fashion  motto  for  the  summer  months — "Look 
tailored  by  day  and  romantic  by  night." 

For  the  summer  of  1935  there  is  need  for  only  two 
types  of  clothes — sport  and  evening.  The  modern 
day  is  the  day  when  sport  clothes  are  not  only  accept- 
able, but  smart.  EVERYWHERE.  The  girl  who  has 
learned  to  put  personality  into  anything  she  has  on 
may  be  tailored  and  carefree  in  the  same  breath.  If 
you  feel  that  just  one  afternoon  dress  is  absolutely 
necessary,  sample  a  sheer  printed  voile  or  gown  of 
synthetic  cord  crepe. 

Taffeta  is  good  morning,  noon  and  night.  In  fact 
a  clever  coat  of  it  can  be  worn  contrastingly  with  any 
outfit.  And  vying  with  taffeta  for  all-day  honors  are 
the  varied  cotton  fabrics  —  seersucker  (especially  in 
plaids) ,  dimity,  linen,  gabardine,  organdie,  and  voile. 
Any  one  of  these  may  be  fitted  to  any  occasion,  pro- 
viding it  is  done  with  ingenuity. 

To  swim  —  tahitian  print  bathing  suits  are  the 
winners.  And  running  a  close  second  come  hand-knit 
suits.  If  you  start  quickly  you  may  finish  one.  To 
wear  over  them  or  for  tennis — terry  cloth  shorts  and 


blouse.  You  may  also  add,  either  of  matching  or 
contrasting  color,  a  cape,  skirt,  or  very  loose  coat, 
also  of  terry  cloth. 

If  you  are  interested  in  the  newest  notes  on  hair- 
dress,  here  they  are.  Of  course,  it  is  still  left  to  the 
individual  taste  and  type,  but  the  hint  is — brush  the 
hair  so  it  is  sleek  and  smooth  with  curls  in  out-of-the- 
way  spots. 

And  now  for  a  column  of  just  jottings: 

#  Have  you  noticed  the  loose  coats  of  off  shades 
being  worn  with  every  color'  All  the  interest  is  in 
the  back. 

9  Choker  necklaces  are  made  of  flowers  flat  and 
fitted  together,  for  formal  wear  particularly. 

•  Investigate  the  pastel  shades.  They're  the  best. 
And  at  the  same  time  remember  the  rage  for  contrasts. 

#  Smocking  is  adult.  It's  also  flattering  and  un- 
usual. 

•  Flat-heeled  evening  sandals  have  swept  the  East 
and  West.  Why  not  here? 

9  Men  are  not  the  only  ones  to  have  gabardine 
suits. 
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POLLYANNA     iCommued  from  Page   i8) 

Cross  your  fingers  and  see  how  Park  Wray  and 
Bud  Carroll  are  getting  along.  Funny  how  opposites 
attract.  While  we're  thinking  about  it,  how  come 
one  of  the  tutors  calls  T angora  "Tangy." 

Congratulations  to  Bill  Heyn  for  being  elected  presi- 
dent of  the  Delts  over  Werner  and  Doherty.  A  transfer 
student,  too,  kids,  but  he  thought  of  that  old  soldier 
gag  for  the  sophomore  dance  and  the  Delts  decided  he 
was  the  guy  for  them. 

This  Delt  subject  is  good  since  the  Delt  Prom  was 
held  very  recently.  Recently  enough  for  Betty  Lapp 
to  practically  be  thrown  out  of  her  own  home.  The 
Sherman  seemed  to  be  quite  the  place  for  gals  to  stay 
rather  than  at  their  homes  where  they  had  signed 
out.  We  might  add,  this  last  statement  has  no  bear- 
ing on  the  Lapp  situation,  if  some  Dean  might  grab 
up  this  dust.  Heavens  no  .  .  .  Lapp  wasn't  the  only 
one. 

There  is  one  thing  Aunty  forgot  to  mention  while 
on  the  subject  of  both  Senior  Ball  and  Just  Friends 
Club.  Bo  Creer  and  Edyth  Lou  Docekal  have  busted. 
He  is  now  Mr.  North  Shore  while  she  is  still  Mrs. 
Cheyenne  Wyoming.  It  seems  that  Bo  likes  to  begin 
eating  as  soon  as  he  is  served  rather  than  wait  for  the 
others  at  the  table  .  .  .  this,  dear  readers  is  the  cause 
of  this  latest  break.  Wade  Nichols  has  now  stepped 
into  prominence  with  Mrs.  Cheyenne. 

Guernsy  and  Phelpsy  finally  had  a  falling  out. 
George  insisted  on  more  space  for  his  literature  on 
communism  and  Phelps  got  tired  of  his  whining. 
Hence  the  split,  and  we  might  add,  the  best  thing 
Phelps  has  done  since  he  took  the  sheet  over. 

We  were  wondering  just  what  Eleanor  Berger  does 
in  the  winter  time  for  her  health.  Last  seen,  she  was 
swimming  in  the  sulphur  pool  at  Banff,  Alberta, 
Canada  where  she  almost  drowned.  We  can  think 
of  better  deaths  than  one  around  sulphur. 

There  is  one  thing  that  makes  Phil  Doherty.  Theta 
Xi  loud  mouth,  quite  peeved.  That  is  watching  the 
photographers  take  Bob  Swisher's  picture  rather  than 
his.  While  on  athletics.  Bill  Henderson  has  named 
Bob  Carter  the  ALL  American  punk.  That's  a  beau- 
tiful thought.  Bill,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  we  know 
Bob. 

Aunty  was  informed  through  very  reliable  sources 
that  Kate  Kittleman  (and  she'll  love  this  publicity) 
took  a  Psi  U  pin  from  some  Swede  by  the  name  of 
Linstrom.  Returning  from  the  Senior  Ball,  this  game 
man  insisted  upon  driving  through  all  the  red  lights 
so  that  he  could  get  to  the  green  ones. 

The  style  show  offered  a  great  number  of  choice 
bits.  There  seemed  to  be  a  short  pause  in  the  program 
and  Andy  McBroom  deemed  it  necessary  to  find  the 
cause  of  the  trouble.  Entering  the  women's  dressing 
room  he  almost  knocked  down  Fran  McDaniel  stand- 
ing a  la  birthday  near  the  door.  "Too  skinny"  said 
McBroom. 

It  seems  that  the  sisters  fixed  the  drawing  of  prizes 
so  that  Laura  Skoog  won  a  carton  of  cigarettes  and 
has  no  excuse  for  further  borrowing.  Fate  was  against 
the  common  rabble.     Ben  Handwork  had  a  ticket  for 


"Three   Men   on   a   Horse"    and    won    a   Senior   Ball 
ticket  for  the  same  night. 

Phi  Psi  Chip  Taylor  claimed  much  respect  from 
the  freshmen  in  his  house  until  they  strayed  one  night 
to  the  south  side  and  met  Chip's  old  friend  Helen. 
They  returned  with,  "Met  an  old  friend  of  yours 
who  sent  her  love,  TARZAN."  Little  respect  is  in 
order  now. 

Last  month  Aunty  told  you  kiddies  all  about  the 
Fish  Club  and  its  members,  but  now  a  newer  organ- 
ization has  come  to  the  front  with  better  material. 
Let's  take  the  Hedrick-Hansen  for  an  example  of  this 
fine  "Just  Friends"  Club.  A  more  furious  affair  was 
never  carried  on  as  this  one.  Now  that  Vic  has  seen 
the  light  of  day,  the  two  have  applied  for  member- 
ship, and  Aunty  Polly  is  all  in  favor.  If  this  movie 
business  keeps  up,  Jackie  and  Bob  Wieland  are  headed 
for  a  life  membership  in  this  here  organization.  Morrie 
Rinehart  and  Mary  Lou  Corman  are  just  about  ready 
to  take  out  membership  papers  because  she  believes 
that  she  will  miss  something  next  year  after  Morrie 
has  left.  We  doubt  it.  Patsy  was  mighty  smart  in 
letting  Harry  have  his  pin  back.  It's  old  but  in  time 
for  the  club.  A  couple  of  more  cracks  about  the  guy 
from  Notre  Dame  will  find  Lora  Berta  Holt  and  Paul 
Wilde  right  in  the  midst  of  this  fine  organization. 
Aunty  would  love  to  pledge  Shirley  Larson  to  this 
outfit  and  put  her  back  into  circulation  again,  but  it 
seems  that  Richardson  will  do  the  circulating  for  the 
Thetas  now.  Jacobs  and  Taylor  are  fast  becoming 
just  friends  with  Rich,  with  Al  Kruse  about  to  step 
in  the  lead.  Watch  the  Interfraternity  Ball,  kiddies. 
What  makes  Geyer  so  fightin'  mad  when  he  gets 
around  the  Subway?  His  last  venture  into  this  den 
found  him  scrapping  with  the  doorman  and  being 
brought  home  in  a  cab. 

The  Pi  K  A  convention  afforded  Van  Gorder  the 
necessary  excuse  for  being  the  perfect  host,  Hal  said 
that  the  boys  told  him  that  he  had  a  good  time  along 
with  all  the  visiting  delegates.  On  the  subject,  it's 
tough  that  the  name  of  our  new  football  coach  has 
to  be  dragged  down  with  these  mugs. 

The  Easter  bunny,  that  good  old  geminiverous 
animal  was  good  to  several  of  the  students.  However, 
the  Pi  Phis  say  they  have  a  girl  in  the  house  who 
reminds  them  all  year  long  of  an  Easter  egg.  That's 
Ginny  Kent.  Eddie  Gill  says  it's  very  true  .  .  .  she's 
hard  boiled  and  highly  painted. 

They  say  Ted  Rosenfeld  is  on  his  way  toward  Phi 
Beta  Kappa,  We  are  very  envious,  missing  it  by  only 
five  grade  points,  but  we  hope  Ted  comes  through  in 
good  shape.  We'll  all  belong  to  that  club  when 
Jerry  Flannigan  makes  it. 

It  amused  Aunty  to  watch  all  you  kiddies  trying 
to  win  a  contract  in  the  movies.  Just  because  Al 
Lind  can  shake  his  head  around  when  he  walks 
doesn't  make  you  others  Clark  Gables.  It  reminds 
us  of  Harry  Leeper  trying  to  pass  a  screen  test  in 
Hollywood  last  winter.  If  he'd  passed  it,  it  would 
have  been  the  first  test  he  ever  passed 

When  Miss  Dawes  and  Mr.  Hammond  light,  that's 
what  they  mean.     Ginny  usually  leads  with  her  right 
{Continued  on  Page  25) 
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OFF  THE 
RECORDS 


by  Paul  Spiegel 


Rhumba  reverers  will  find  that  the  two  new  plat- 
ters recorded  by  Xavier  Cugat  have  all  that  the  perfect 
rhumba  should  have,  especially  in  the  way  of  rhythm. 
The  best  piece  is  one  called  "Tabu,"  which  has  that 
tropical  isle  tone  to  it.  On  the  other  side  is  a  fast 
piece,  "EI  Sombrero  de  Gasper."  from  the  Paramount 
picture,  "The  woman  is  a  devil,"  comes  the  rhumba, 
"Then  it  isn't  love,"  and  a  tango,  "Tina,"  fills  the 
other  side. 

Freddy  Martin  and  his  suave  orchestra  that  are 
now  at  the  Empire  room  have  made  the  best  waltz 
recording  of  the  month.  "Love  passes  by,"  is  the 
title,  and  on  the  other  side  the  swell  fox  trot,  and, 
incidentally,  the  theme  piece  of  another  band  now  in 
the  loop,  "Everything's  been  done  before."  Three 
other  current  releases  bring  out  all  that  Martin's  band 
has,  and  believe  it,  that  is  plenty.  "Introduction  to 
Love,"  with  "Life  is  a  song,"  on  the  opposite  side 
makes  a  record  worthy  of  the  best  connoisseur  of 
music's  attention.  "Loved  dropped  in  for  tea,"  and 
"You  opened  my  eyes"  are  at  least  worthy  of  note. 
Vivian  Ruth  renders  a  mean  vocal  on  "Lost  my 
Rhythm"  that  makes  this  a  must-be-heard  record. 
"Then  you  walked  into  the  room,"  is  on  the  other 
side.  All  of  these  Freddy  Martin  recordings  are  a 
combination  of  clever  arranging  combined  with  a 
continental  way  of  playing  the  piece  with  the  high 
points  of  the  music  emphasized. 

What  promises  to  be  a  big  novelty  number  is  the 
piece,  "My  Kid's  a  Crooner."  The  piece  is  recorded 
in  Europe  by  the  New  Mayfair  orchestra,  which, 
strangely  enough,  sounds  remarkably  like  Ray  Noble, 
who  formerly  was  the  leader  of  the  Mayfair  band. 
"London  on  a  rainy  night,"  recorded  on  the  other 
side  by  Teddy  Joyce,  another  Englishman,  is  a  poor 
job  on  an  old  piece. 

Enric  Madriquera,  now  at  the  Chez  Paree,  has  a 
novelty  number  recording  of  "She's  a  Latin  from 
Manhattan."  On  the  reverse  side  is,  "The  Little 
Things  you  used  to  do."  And  speaking  of  novelty 
numbers,  the  composer  to  watch  is  the  recent  find. 
Pinky  Tomlin,  a  bucolic  lad  who  is  making  his  cash 
composing  pieces  like,  "The  Object  of  my  Affection," 
and  the  more  recent  piece,  "Don't  be  afraid  to  tell 
your  mother."  If  you  haven't  heard  the  latter  piece, 
listen  to  either  Little  Jack  Little's  version,  or  the 
thirty-five  cent  size  (Decca)  recording  by  those  up 
and  arrived  Dorsey  Brothers.  Tomlin,  incidentally, 
is  not  a  New  York  man.  He  wandered  into  Holly- 
wood with  his  manager  from  Oklahoma.  Watch  this 


".  .  .  From  my  diet  doctor.   He's  something  of  an  optimist." 

fellow!  He's  going  to  put  Berlin,  Gordon  and  Revel, 
and  even  Harold  Arlen  in  the  rank  of  second  raters. 

But  to  get  on  to  some  dance  records,  let's  see  what 
the  currently  favorite  Ray  Noble  has  done.  We  shall 
always  contend  that  Noble  only  has  two  really  note- 
worthy pieces,  "Tiger  Rag,"  and  "Blue  Danube," 
but  there  are  those  who  feel  otherwise.  For  them  we 
recommend  the  piece,  "Experiment,"  and  on  the  other 
side,  "Driftin'  Tide."  Al  Bowlly  does  the  vocal  in 
each  case. 

Ted  Fiorito,  scheduled  to  open  at  the  Edgewater 
Beach  in  early  June,  makes  a  masterpiece  of,  "You're 
too  far  away,"  and  Where  were  you  on  the  night  of 
June  the  Third."  If  his  records  are  any  sample,  tell 
us  about  it  at  the  Beach  this  summer. 

Eddie  Duchin  is  his  usual  good  self  in,  "I  won't 
dance,"  and  "Lovely  to  look  at,"  both  from  "Rober- 
ta." Another  cinema,  "Mississippi,"  furnishes  Hal 
Kemp  with,  "Down  by  the  River."  Even  better  than 
this  is,  "Pardon  my  Love,"  which  Skinnay  Ennis 
sings. 

"Serenade  to  a  Wealthy  Widow,"  was  so  good 
that  Reginald  Forcsythe,  the  composer  sat  down  and 
wrote  two  new  pieces,  "Lullaby,"  which  has  a  slow 
tempo,  and  is  not  as  good  as  you  might  expect,  and  a 
really  swell  piece,  "Dodging  a  Divorcee."  This  piece 
adds  a  new  note  to  music  in  general,  and  those  of 
you  who  find  the  average  piece  too  hum-drum  will 
enjoy  this  rather  strange  recording. 

The  spring  selection  has  variety,  and  even  the  most 
critical  will  find  something  to  their  taste.  The  spring 
movies  have  furnished  a  good  deal  of  the  music,  and 
thus  we  see  a  musical  trend — from  Tin  Pan  Alley 
in  the  East,  to  Hollywood,  in  the  West.  And  speak- 
ing of  the  West,  keep  an  ear  out  for  some  of  the 
Western  bands,  notably  Phil  Harris,  and  Orville 
Knapp.  They  have  something  new  in  the  way  of 
style.  So  if  you  don't  want  to  miss  anything,  stop, 
look,  and  above  all,  listen. 
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II  TOii*i*e  looking  for  a  winner— 

Check  ihim  one 


ISHAM  JONES  at  the  second  annual  Interfraternity 
Classic  on  May  17th.  Early  indications  are  that  he 
is  the  favorite.  Odds  are  2  to  1  that  this  dance  will 
be  the  best  one  of  the  year. 

You  may  have  gambled  on  longshots  before,  but  here's 
a  good  tip — play  this  one  to  win  for  only  three  dol- 
lars.   The  field  is  limited  to  400  starters. 

See  your  bookie  now  before  the  mutuels  close. 

Weather  forecast:  Clear  and  warmer. 


INTERFRATERNITY  BALL 


MAY  17TH 
STEVENS  HOTEL 


ISHAM  JONES 


for  the 

Interfraternity  Ball 


It's  a  great  relief  to  climb  into  evening  clothes 
and  find  them  not  only  flattering — but  com- 
fortable .  .  .  That's  just  what  happens  when 
you  slip  into  the 

New  Palm  Beach 
Tux  Ensembles 

We're  showing  the  one  and  the  two-button 
double  breasted  white  Palm  Beach  Tux  with 
black  tux  trousers  —  and  indeed  the  entire 
pageant  of  1935  evening  models  that  is  mak- 
ing Palm  Beach  the  social  gossip  of  the 
moment. 

Their  coolness  and  perfect  fit  add  a  lot  to 
an  evening's  enjoyment  —  and  to  the  good 
opinion  of  folks  who  see  you  in  them. 


9hX!m^i 


Tuxedo  Suit $17.50 

White  Double  Breasted  Suit. .  .$15.75 

MACFARLAND'S 

The  University  Men's  Store 
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INTERFRATERNITY  BALL 

(Continued  from  Page   7) 

For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  Northwestern 
the  Greeks  had  organized  in  a  campus-wide  social 
venture.  Other  colleges  had  done  it  before — never 
Northwestern. 

The  Peeper  called  it  the  "Greek  Tragedy."  "It 
looks  like  everybody  is  going  to  wear  white  clothes 
to  the  Greek  Tragedy,"  it  said.  "Well,  if  everyone 
wears  white  suits  it  will  make  it  easier  for  internes 
and  street  cleaners  and  barbers  to  crash." 

A  little  later  it  said,  "From  ads  concerning  the  on- 
coming tripping  of  the  light  fantastic  known  to 
Northwestern  in  collegiate  circles  at  the  'Interfra- 
ternity,'  it  can  either  be  a  good  dance  or  some- 
thing like  the  PURPLE  PARROT,  according  to  how  the 
meals  go  at  the  sorority  houses  just  before  the  shoot- 
ing at  the  Country  club  begins.  From  what  we've 
heard  about  the  meals  Northwestern  girls  put  out, 
they're  nothing  to  scream  home  about — so  we  are 
placing  huge  sums  of  legal  tender  that  half  the  men 
who  pack  away  free  food  at  the  sorority  huts  never 
reach  the  dance — unless  those  who  are  in  charge  of 
the  Greek  Tragedy  arrange  to  have  Goodrich  grill 
open  for  the  men  to  eat  in  before  they  wander  to  the 
south  quads." 

Thus  the  Peeper  had  its  sarcastic  say.  But  just 
after  the  ball  was  over:  "An  orchid  goes  to  Ed  Sale, 
D.  U.  promotor  for  putting  across  this  Greek  Tragedy. 
It  is  the  first  dance  that  has  ever  been  a  success  finan- 
cially and  socially  before  it  started." 

On  Wednesday,  May  23,  1934  the  Daily  North- 
western buried  a  significant  story  in  its  inside  pages. 
It  was  short — only  three  or  four  paragraphs,  but  it 
meant  the  life  of  the  ball. 

"The  Interfraternity  Council  decided  last  night  to 
make  the  Interfraternity  ball  an  annual  affair,"  it  said. 
This  was  eighteen  days  after  Ted  Weems  had  gone 
home  and  the  new  crest  had  been  stored  in  the  base- 
ment of  University  hall.  The  same  article  named 
Frank  Neunuebel  and  Arthur  Hammann  co-chairmen 
for  1935. 

One  last  word  that  year  before  the  ball  was  for- 
gotten. The  Daily  Northwestern  said  editorially. 
"We  suggest  that  the  Interfraternity  ball  be  made  an 
annual  affair." 

Then  Sale  graduated.,  He  had  conceived  and  built 
the  foundation  for  a  new  tradition,  one  of  the  great- 
est, at  Northwestern.  He  had  taken  an  idea  for  a 
little  dance  and  expanded  it  until  it  grew  into  the 
Interfraternity  ball  with  Ted  Weems. 

The  ball  was  forgotten  until  this  spring. 

This  year's  committee  has  arranged  not  a  Greek 
Week-end,  but  a  Greek  Week.  It  correlated  the  In- 
terfraternity and  Intersorority  sings.  May  day  activ- 
ities, and  women's  activities  into  a  single  program  and 
topped  it  with  the  second  annual  Interfraternity  ball 
May  I  7  at  the  Stevens  hotel  with  Isham  Jones.  Early 
in  April  the  committee  began  to  function.  Negotiations 
with  a  booking  agency  were  made.  On  Monday, 
April  29,  Art  Hammann  talked  at  the  fraternity 
houses. 

(Continued  on  Page  2^) 
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ical  defini- 
tions appear  rather  silly. 
.But  we  must  hand  him  an 

..      y  orchid  for  the  super-intelli- 

/xV  .^  gence  he  displayed  when 
N.   4^|lm     selecting  a  ship  to  Europe. 

V^^  Maybe  he  just  followed  in 
the  trail  that  smart  American  travelers 
everywhere  have  been  blazing  to  our 
piers.  At  any  rate,  he  chose  the  Washington 
— and  he's  mighty  glad! 

The  new  Washington,  you  know,  and 
her  famous  twin,  Manhattan,  are  Ameri- 
ca's sensations  of  the  sea!  World's  fastest 
cabin  liners,  they  offer  wonderful  value 
with  their  astonishingly  large  cabins — 
all  with  real  beds,  air-conditioned  dining 
salons  {exclusive  in  the  service),  indoor 
tiled  swimming  pools,  spacious  decks 
and  many  other  features.  And  the  costs 
are  so  small!  Cabin  Class  $167  one  way; 
$309  round  trip.  Tourist  Class  $113 
oneway;  $204  round  trip.  Ifyou  prefer  in- 
formality and  quiet  comfort — choose  the 
popular  Pres.  Harding  or  Pres.  Roosevelt.  In 
Cabin  Class  you  enjoy  the  very  finest  the 
ship  offers — and  that's  plenty  I  The  fares? 
Only  $126  one  way;  $234  round  trip. 

Weekly  sailings  to  Cobh. 
Plymouth.  Havre  and 
Hamburg.  Apply  to  your 
travel  agent.  His  services 
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HadadiMHie 

FULL  COLOR  MOVIES  WITH 
ANY  100-FT.  16  MM.  CIlMEHfl 

Regardless  of  lens  equipment,  you 
can  get  full,  natural  color  pictures 
with  Eastman's  amazing  new  Ko- 
daehrome  Film.  No  filters,  no  at- 
tachments on  either  camera  or  pro- 
jector; just  load  up  and  start 
shooting!     $9  per   100-ft.  roll. 

HERE  ARE  TWO  IDEAL 
COMPANIONS  FOR  THE 
NEW  COLOR  FILM... 

BeU  &  Howell  Filmo  75 

with  Cooke  f  3.5  lens 
Handy,  compact,  the  Filmo  75  has 
interchangeable  lens  feature,  spy- 
glass view-finder,  winds  like  a  watch, 
and  is  precision  made.  A  $rn50 
fine  camera  at  a  real  price . . .  0%J 
With  Cooke  f.1.8  lens  and  case,  SIOO. 

Eastman  Cine  Model  K 

with  f  1.9  lens 
One  of  the  most  popular  cameras. 
Model  K  with  f.1.9  lens  is  now 
offered  at  an  exceptionally  low 
price.  Its  versatility,  simplicity, 
and  fine  performance  make  it  a 
favorite  for  those  who  demand  flaw- 
less movies.  Finished  in  I'e3l$1|n50 
leather,  now  reduced  to 


S1125 


Demonstration  reels  of  Koda- 
chrome  will  be  loaned  to  re- 
sponsible  persons   on  request. 


Aimer  Coe  ^Company 

1645  Orringlon  Avenue 

EVANSTON 

Three  Stores  in  Chicago 


There  was  an  old  lady  from  Wheeling, 

Who  once  in  her  garden  was  kneeling. 

When  by  some  strange  chance 

She  got  ants  in  her  pants 

And  invented  Virginia  Reeling.  — Panther 


A  certain  young  man  received  a  telegram  from  an 
undertaking  establishment  of  a  nearby  town  inform- 
ing him  that  his  Aunt  Minnie  (a  very  dear  relative) 
had  died  and  that  the  body  was  being  shipped  on 
to  him  for  burial.  On  the  day  that  the  body  arrived 
at  the  station  the  young  man  was  seized  with  an 
irrepressible  longing  to  see  again  the  face  of  his  be- 
loved aunt.  Ordering  the  station  agent  to  open  the 
wooden  case  containing  the  corpse  he  gazed  in  upon 
the  dead  one.  To  his  surprise  he  beheld  the  body  of 
a  general  (for  such  it  evidently  was)  bedecked  in  uni- 
form, medals  and  other  trappings  that  belong  to  our 
War  Heroes.  Immediately  he  wired  the  undertaker's 
for  an  explanation.  Soon  came  a  reply.  "Please  give 
general  quiet  funeral.  Have  buried  Aunt  Minnie  with 
full  military  honors." 


MURDER- 
MOVIES 

ON  THE  RUN 


by  ^> 

Pat  Pattillo 

How  did  it  start?  An  idea,  a  few  people,  camera, 
plot,  and  everything  was  going!  Now  Northwestern 
has  a  cinema  company  of  its  very  own.  Nothing 
like  bragging — but  why  not?  Here's  a  bit  of  history 
in  case  an  enthusiastic  worker  hasn't  told  you. 

During  the  interfraternity  stunt  week  at  Brown 
University  two  years  ago,  Fred  Niemann  made  a  movie 
for  his  house.  It  was  produced  entirely  by  students 
and  the  picture  met  with  great  success.  When  Fred 
came  to  Northwestern  this  year  he  decided  to  try 
his  luck  again.  Soon  a  small  group  was  organized. 
People  with  all  kinds  of  professional  experience  of- 
fered their  services.  After  many  conferences  with 
Stromberg  of  McKinlock  campus.  Dean  Armstrong 
and  the  Publicity  department,  the  final  O.  K.  was 
granted.  All  that  was  needed  were  people  to  buy 
shares  in  the  stock  company.  (The  cinema  is 
financed  by  this  method.)  Five  dollars  per  share  is  a 
lot  of  money,  but  soon  the  necessary  capital  was 
accumulated.  Bill  Randall  and  Tom  Carmody  were 
finishing  the  story.  Bill  Campbell  and  Fred  were 
climaxing  arrangements.     Everything  was  set. 

Then  came  the  best  break  of  all.  The  Eastman 
Kodak  company  introduced  to  the  market  the  very 
latest  thing  in  natural  color  film.  It  was  better  than 
anything  technicolor  had  ever  put  out.  Unfortun- 
ately for  Hollywood,  but  fortunately  for  us  the  film 
was  made  for  a  sixteen  milimeter  camera.  The  Pro- 
duction staff  deemed  it  necessary  that  the  new  film 
be  used.  Not  only  a  campus  movie,  but  one  in 
NATURAL  COLOR. 

On  Wednesday,  April  25th,  the  photography  was 
started.  Martha  Purnell,  the  heroine  and  Al  Lind, 
the  hero,  commenced  the  action  with  introductory 
scenes.  After  that  came  shots  in  the  police  station, 
south  campus,  and  the  Northwestern  Observatory. 

The  plot  called  for  a  professor  and  Dr.  Lee,  Direc- 
tor of  the  Observatory,  came  to  the  rescue.  What  nice 
pictures  he  took  in  the  strangling  scene  up  in  the 
Dearborn  Observatory.    (So  say  the  Staff.) 

The  photography  will  probably  be  finished  by  the 
time  this  issue  is  out.  Then  will  commence  the  most 
tedious  job  of  all — editing  and  titling!  If  the  pro- 
duction staff  looks  worried,  it's  most  likely  due  to 
the  fact  that  it  can't  locate  the  action  between  shots 
51  and  57!  By  the  last  week  of  May  all  work  should 
be  completed.  Then  the  University  Cinema  Company 
will  be  proud  to  present  in  Fisk  Auditorium,  "Mur- 
der by  Proxy."     Don't  miss  it! 
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POLLYANNA     {Continued  from  Page  20) 

and  peculiarly  enough  it  always  lands,  Ted  swings 
with  his  left  and  usually  evens  things  up.  A  peaceful 
couple  to  say  the  least.  There  are  no  clinches  .  .  . 
during  the  fight. 

Page  Colburn  saw  Al  Ackerman  in  the  Lambda 
Chi  house  the  other  day  and  thought  he  was  there  to 
take  his  picture  for  the  Syllabus.  A  few  minutes 
later  Page  met  "Brother"  Ackerman. 

Loitering  and  relaxing  in  the  Huddle  is  Helen 
Hetm's  favorite  sport.  She  spends  her  time  and  some- 
one else's  money  every  morning  there.  She  says  she 
likes  it  more  when  the  "old  man"  isn't  around  to 
check  up  on  her. 

We'd  like  to  know  why  Marty  Graham  and  carrot- 
top  can't  walk  down  the  street  without  being  tied  in 
a  knot,  and  why  that  little  seat  on  the  Kappa  porch 
makes  such  a  comfortable  place  to  carry  on  the  "good 
work." 

After  the  Interfarce  Ball  is  held.  Aunty  will  re- 
turn with  too  much  gossip.  There'll  be  no  extra 
charge  for  having  your  name  added  to  the  list  .  .  . 
all  you  have  to  do  is  .  .  .  just  keeping  on  doing  what 
you're  doing  .  .  .  till  then  .  .  .  bye  now. 


INTERFRATERNITY  BALL 

(Continued  from  Page  2j) 

"What  orchestra  will  play  at  the  ball  this  year?" 
he  was  asked. 

"Which  orchestra  do  you  want?"  He  named  seven. 

"Isham  Jones."  they  said. 

The  following  week  the  committee  announced  to 
the  campus  that  Isham  Jones  would  play  at  the  second 
Interfraternity  ball. 

The  committee  is  nearly  through  its  work  this  year. 
It  has  gone  a  step  further  than  Sale — perhaps  what 
Sale  had  in  mind  from  the  very  beginning.  It  de- 
signed a  week  of  Greek  activities.  Monday,  May  13, 
fraternity  men  will  forsake  their  usual  fraternity 
meetings  to  come  together  into  a  single  group,  where 
national  authorities  on  fraternity  matters  will  talk. 
It  was  thought  that  it  was  the  logical  way  to  begin 
a  Greek  Week — by  having  the  Greeks  unite  into  a 
single  body  with  a  single  purpose.  Last  year's  week- 
end accomplished  something  of  its  aim  for  better  inter- 
relationship among  fraternities.  With  a  whole  week 
this  year  even  greater  progress  should  be  made. 

Greek  Week  this  year  encompasses  all  of  the  spring 
functions  of  the  campus.  There  are  crowning  cere- 
monies and  lantern  processionals.  There  are  May 
pole  dances  and  installation  of  women's  officers.  And 
there  is  the  Interfraternity  Ball  to  end  it  all,  coming 
Friday  night.  Sorority  suppers,  so  successful  last  year 
will  be  repeated. 

Tuesday,  May  14,  the  Interfraternity  Sing  will  be 
staged  on  the  campus  meadow  in  front  of  Deering 
library.  Each  Greek  organization  will  march  on  the 
natural  stage,  sing  two  songs,  march  off  again.  Last 
year  most  of  the  men  were  dressed  in  white  flannels 
with  blue  coats,  forming  a  pleasing  effect  under  the 
{Continued  on  Page  26) 


LET  'IM^DROR, 
BOYS,  IT'S^A 


"DIGHT,  men.  No  innocent  little  blaze 
-*->.  could  produce  fumes  as  overpower- 
ing as  that  stewy  pipe  and  villainous 
tobacco. 

Some  men  are  like  that:  tbey  smoke 
too-strong  tobacco  in  a  never-cleaned  pipe 
until  tbey  baven't  a  friend  left.  Fortu- 
nately, the  number  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigb 
fans  grows  by  tbe  bour:  men  wbo  keep 
tbeir  briars  tidy;  men  wbo  prefer  this  mild 
blend  of  Kentucky  Burleys  tbat  is  calm 
on  tbe  tongue,  tempting  to  tbe  nose.  Try  it 
— and  Sir  Walter  will  bave  anotber  friend! 

Brown  &  Williamson  Tob.cco   Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dcpt.  \V-54 
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26 


PURPLE     PARROT 


SMOKER    RECONCILED 
TO  OLD  FLAME 


You  needn't  change  your  brand. 
Just  follow  every  cigarette 
with  a  minty,  mouth-cooling 
Life  Saver  and  you'll  fall  in  love 
with  the  old  brand  all  over  again. 


IF     IT     HASN'T     A     HOLE 


.    IT     ISN'T     A     LIFE     SAVER 


INTERFRATERNITY  BALL 

(Continued  from  Page  25) 
brilliant  floodlights.      At  the  Sing  elections  to  Deru, 
and  Purple  Key  will  be  announced. 

On  Wednesday,  besides  the  Olympics,  the  eleventh 
annual  Matrix  table  will  be  held,  a  banquet  at  which 
prominent  women  on  campus  are  honored. 

Thursday,  May  16,  is  May  day,  including  the  fol- 
lowing program: 

4:00  p.  m.      Program  to  honor  the  class  of   1935 
Ceremony  by  each  class 
Crowning  of  the  May  queen  by  the 

junior  class 
Introduction  of  Y.  W.  C.   A.  officers 

for   1935-36 
Announcement  of  W.  S.  G.  A.  awards 

for  the  year 
Announcement  of  W.   A.   A.   awards 
Recognition  of  new  members  of  Ro- 
KuVa  and  the  Mortar  Board 
8:00  p.m.      Lantern  Processional 

Announcement    of    the    president    of 

the  1936  Mortar  Board 
Installation  of  W.  S.  G.  A.  board 
9:00  p.m.      Intersorority   Sing   and   the  selection   of 
new  members  of  Shi-Ai 
In  1933  there  was  to  be  a  small  dance  sponsored  by 
the   Interfraternity   council.    In    1934   it   had  become 
a  Greek- Week-end.  In  1935  it  will  be  a  Greek  Week. 


WHEN  WE  WERE  VERY  VERY  YOUNG 

With  apologies  +0  A.  A.  Milne 

James  James 
Morrison's  father. 
Kept  bar  in  a  saloon, 
James  James 
Morrison's  father, 
Closed  the  joint  up  too  soon. 
James  James 
Morrison's  father. 
Said  to  himself,  said  he: 

"This  quart  of  scotch  is  damn  near  gone,  but  there's 
still  a  touch  left  for  me." 


James  James 
Morrison   Morrison 
(Commonly  fond  of  gin) 
Told  the 
Old  man 

To  pour  out  a  shot  for  him. 
James  James 
Said  to  his  father, 
"Pappy,"  he  said,  said  he: 

"I'll  tell  maw  you  closed  the  joint  if  you  don't  pour 
a  jigger  for  me." 

James  James 
Morrison's  father, 
Fell  upon  bended  knee, 
James  James  Morrison's  father 
Said  to  the  kid,  said  he: 
"James  James 
Morrison   Morrison 
You  are  only  three, 

Please  let  me  have  the  bottle  of  scotch,  I'll  fix  you  a 
cup  o'  tea." 

James  James 
Morrison   Morrison 
Snatched  a  bottle  of  rye 
And  poured 
It  down 

Without  even  batting  an  eye. 
James  James 
Morrison's  father, 
Said  of  his  son,  said  he: 

"The    kid's    a    natural,    I    think    I    have    a    youthful 
protege." 

(Now  then,  very  softly) 
J.  J. 
M.  M. 

Started  for  the  door, 
Took  three 
Faltering  steps 
And  fell  upon  the  floor. 
J.  J. 

Shpoke  to  hish  father, 
"Ole  feller,"  he  shez,  shez  he: 

"  'Fi  -  ever  -  get  -  a  -  thirst  -  on  -  again  -  I'm  -  gonna 
ashk-fer  TEA!" 
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FUMBLE     {Continued  from  Page  16) 

than  the  man  that  owns  the  garden,  now  as  to  a  tip 
to  the  gals,  you  know  well  enough  what  to  wear,  or 
rather,  what  not  to  wear — it  will  be  an  aid  to  you  to 
just  grab  the  nearest  lampshade — the  boy-friend  won't 
know  the  difference  if  you  wear  a  hat  to  match,  some 
gals  are  tempted  to  buy  new  clothes  but  most  of  the 
college  maids  buy  new  clothes  to  be  tempted,  last 
year,  some  feller  took  a  gal  that  didn't  wear  enough 
jewelry  to  suit  the  chaperones — so  they  ordered  the 
cops  to  put  bracelets  on  her.  so  men — if  your  gal  has 
a  peculiar  looking  dress  on — you  can  always  take  her 
to  the  aragon — but  if  it  is  too  peculiar,  we  would 
appreciate  her  phone  number  immediately. 

now  as  to  tips  on  the  way  downtown  as  you  all 
know  many  a  college  boy  doesn't  break  his  neck  by 
studying  but  breaks  his  study  by  necking — and  you 
girls,  if  you  get  sick  of  holding  hands  every  date  you 
go  on — don't  fret,  what  if  you  were  a  chiropodist? 
here  is  a  choice  tip  for  you  men  on  what  to  do  or 
not  to  do  on  the  ride  down  to  the  hotel:  you  can  al- 
ways tell  whether  your  smooching  is  losing  its  appeal 
by  the  number  of  sorority  sisters  that  hide  behind  the 
sofa,  men,  don't  forget  the  boy  that  goes  over  with 
a  gal  is  not  the  one  that  leaves  her  in  the  dark  but  the 
one  that  stays  with  her  in  it.  also  your  eyes  are  very 
important  features  at  the  start  of  your  date — a  girl 
usually  judges  her  escort  by  his  eyes — not  their  shape 
and  color,  but  where  he  keeps  them  when  he  looks 
at  her.  here  is  a  significant  tip  to  the  girls  on  the  way 
to  the  dance:  remember,  the  girlie  who  speaks  volumes 
usually  ends  up  on  the  shelf. 

if  you  men  get  off  on  the  wrong  foot,  you've  pos- 
sibly got  your  room-mate's  shoes  on — but  if  you 
really  like  the  girl  you're  taking,  meet  her  at  the  sor- 
ority house  with  a  brass  band — that  is  the  cheapest 
kind  of  a  wedding  ring. 

now  about  the  guzzling  question,  we  will  side  in 
with  the  faculty  and  say  that  you  don't  have  to  feed 
your  girl  liquor  —  you  can  get  them  to  neck  on 
water — if  you  have  a  yacht,  but  on  the  other  hand, 
once  a  gal  has  an  edge  on — there  should  never  be  a 
dull  moment,  if  you  axe  us.  watch  your  guzzling 
in  the  sorority  huts,  once  you  spill  any  of  the  horrid 
stuff  on  the  rug,  you're  on  the  spot  all  night — 'cause 
if  you  take  your  foot  off  of  it — the  house  mother 
might  not  like  it.  although  we  doubt  very  much 
whether  she  would  take  it  under  those  circumstances, 
and  what  is  a  house  mother?  we  didn't  ever  hear  of 
a  house  having  parents. 

remember  they  don't  serve  women  at  the  bar — 
you  have  to  bring  your  own  or  your  room-mate's,  the 
latter  will  be  easy,  if  you  have  his  clothes  on.  but 
don't  hold  your  breathies  about  the  bar  being  open 
at  a  school  function — the  closest  bar  you  will  be  able 
to  get  to  will  be  on  the  windows  or  a  hershey. 

when  you  finally  get  to  the  dance,  here  is  the  proper 
thing  to  say: 

the  sweet  young  miss,  if  she  can  still  speak  without 
stuttering:   "who's  going  to  play  at  the  dance?" 

the  nice  young  man,  if  he  can  still  hear:  "you  and 
me,  honey." 

(Continued  on  Page  28) 


DO   YOU   REQUIRE   A   BODIFORM,   A 
SENSATION,  A  VANITY  or  a  SNUGFIT 

-^^.  All-in-One  or  Girdle 

With  Garters  for  General  Wear, 
Without   for  Formal. 

Have  Foundation  in  White  this  Easter 

Visit  the 

CORSET  SALON 

720'/2   Clark  Street,  Evanston 

C.  D.4HLBYE  Petersen 

University  1878 


A  NEW  PLACE  TO  GO/ 

After  school,  after  the  dance,  after 
the  show  or  any  time.  Evanston's 
cutest  and  coziest  eating  place. 

LUNCHEON  .  35c-45c 
DINNER 60c-90c 

Open   every   da\'   until    1    a.  m. 
Friday  and  Saturday   til  3  a.  m. 

SPECIAL— Barbecued  Beef,  Pork  or  Ham         OC-. 

with  French  Fries  and  Cole  Slaw   ^  Jl* 

Spareribs,  40c— Chicken,  50c— Sandwiches  of  All  Kinds 

THE  PICCANINNY  BARBECUE 

For  prompt  delivery  service — GREeuleaj  9311 
1618  Chicago  Ave.,  Opp.  North  Shore  Hotel 


DEBUT    ISSUE 


DEBUT    ISSUE      •       DEBUT    ISSUE      •       DEBUT   ISSUE 


sooner  or  late 
tempting  mag 
young  women 


Now  it's  here  .  .  .  this  brilliant,  topical, 
zine,  MADEMOISELLE.  Talking  to  smart 
n  their  own  smart  lingo  .  .  .  Treating  their 


o          pet  subjects  in  their  own  sophisticated  way.  Better  do  your  m 

newsstand    shopping    early  to  avoid  the  worst  of  the  rush 

g          for  this  first  April  number!  u 

!»  q 

5       20c    ON    YOUR     NEWSSTAND    NOW        » 

u  c 

DEBUT    ISSUE       ■        DEBUT    ISSUE       ■        DEBUT    ISSUE       •        DEBUT    ISSUE 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


Little  Jasper  trembled  with  excitement.  Such  a 
project  had  never  occurred  before. 

"I'll  go  alone.  I'm  not  afraid,  mother.  You've 
nursed  me  through  childhood.  Gad!  I'll  never  for- 
get. But  I'm  something  of  a  man  now.  Yes,  sir;  one 
of  the  seething  mass  called  youth.  And  what's  more, 
I'm  game.  I  don't  need  your  help  as  I  once  did.  Gripes! 
Mom,  don't  cry!  We  men  gotta  stick  together.  I  won't 
be  long — just  wait." 

Little  Jasper's  face  beamed  angelic  nonchalance  as 
he  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  men's  room. 

— Punch  Bowl 


■JOHNNY"  WALKER 


"CHAN"  STERLING 
invite  you  to 

THE 

HUT 

724  Clark 
Greenleaf  9490 

WE  DELIVER 
What  you  want,  when  and  where  you  want  it 


all 


My  sincerest  apprecia- 
tion to  a\\  and  every- 
one for  the  splendid  co- 
operation which  made 
my  work  a  real  /oy. 


Eugene  L  Ray 

Official  Photographer  for 
Northwestern  University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave.:  Uni.  2238 


FUMBLE      (Continued  from  Page  2-j') 

as  you  are  gliding  back  and  forth  across  the  dance 
floor,  bumping  into  the  other  fifty  million  shufflers 
every  two  steps  and  you  happen  to  glance  at  the 
orchestra — you  will  probably  think  that  some  of  the 
band  are  smoking  sherlock  holmes  pipes — but  you 
will  be  mistaken,  those  will  be  saxophones,  if  one 
or  two  of  you  people  dance  so  much  you  get  real 
weary  and  tired — ask  the  closest  person  where  the  rest 
rooms  are.  and  girls,  if  your  date  turns  out  to  be  an 
old  meanie,  all  you  have  to  do  is  look  around  and 
you'll  see  a  door  that  reads  "gentlemen" — but  wait 
outside. 

if  anyone  of  you  people,  especially  the  freshmen, 
attending  the  dance  haven't  met  the  dean  of  women 
or  the  dean  of  men  and  would  like  to  have  a  personal 
listening  session  with  them  at  any  time  during  the 
festivities,  just  scream  "whoopee" — you'll  meet  them 
right  away  and  they  will  be  so  nice,  especially  if  you 
are  sick  of  school,  'cause  they  will  pronto  request  you 
to  take  a  vacation. 

on  the  night  of  may  i  7 — 

if  you  want  to  find  a  delt,  look  under  any  table. 

if  you  want  to  find  a  pi  phi,  go  out  to  the  parking 
lot. 

if  you  want  to  locate  a  phi  psi,  reach  for  the  nearest 
tenor. 

if  you  want  to  find  a  gamma  phi,  go  to  the  Valencia. 

if  you  want  to  have  a  perfect  evening,  put  your 
hand  in  your  penny  bank  and  draw  out  three  iron  men 
and  go  the  way  of  all  fish — attend  the  interfraternity 
struggle — but  first,  read  this  article  and  know  exactly 
how,  where  and  when  to  hiccough,  smith  brothers 
do  not  help  this  kind  of  a  cough. 

p.  s.  here's  a  last  minute  tip:  the  kappas  are  better 
blind  dates  than  the  alpha  phis — most  of  the  kappas 
have  teeth — and  besides  no  one  likes  to  be  "gummed" 
on  the  way  down. 


Lady:  I  want  to  see  some  kid  gloves  for  my  eight- 
year-old  daughter,  please. 

Polite  Glerk:  Yes  Ma'am,  white  kid? 

Lady:   Sir!  — Tiger 

I  wonder  why  Alice  always  gives  me  the  same  old 
stall? 

Probably  because  you're  the  same  old  jackass. 

— Campus 

Is  the  doctor  in? 

No,  he  went  out  to  lunch. 

Will  he  be  in  after  lunch? 

No,  that's  what  he  went  out  after. 

— Froth 

Visitors:  "How's  the  new  swimming  pool?" 
Supt.  of  Insane  Asylum:   "Fine!   It's  becoming  so 
popular   with  the  patients,   especially   those  that   can 
dive,    that    I    am    thinking    of   having    it    filled    with 
water." 


to 

OUR  FRIENDS 

at  ISJorthwestern  we  say^ 
"ADIEU . . ." 

To  those  students  whom  we  have  had  the 
privilege  of  serving  during  the  past  year,  and 
who  will  return  in  the  fall,  we  say  "thank 
you  for  past  favors"  and  extend  our  wishes 
for  a  pleasant  vacation  period.  May  we  have 
the  pleasure  of  renewing  your  acquaintance 
in  the  fall. 

"GOODBYE . . ." 

To  those  who  in  the  future  will  visit  North- 
western as  Alumni,  we  wish  "smooth  sailing" 
in  their  future  activities.  If  at  any  time  need 
arises  for  printed  matter  you  will  find  us  just 
as  alert  and  eager  to  assist  in  its  production 
as  when  we  worked  with  you  during  the  past 
years. 

Lloyd 
Hollister  Inc. 

1232  Central  A  v  e  n  u  e,  Wi  1  m  e  1 1  e 


WHY 

THE 

HUDDLE? 

•  BECAUSE    IT'S    THE    ROOM 
LONG  WAITED  FOR. 

m  BECAUSE  THE   FOOD   IS  THE 
BEST. 

•  BECAUSE    THE    ATMOSPHERE 
IS  PLEASANT. 

•  BECAUSE    THE     PRICES    ARE 
RIGHT. 

•  BECAUSE  IT'S  THE  PLACE  TO 
MEET  YOUR  FRIENDS. 

Because  It's  fhe  Restaurant  That 
Will  Always  Be— "As  You  Like  It" 

THE   ORRINGTON 

HUDDLE 

PAUL  CUMMINS,  Manager 


The  Smart  and  Brilliant 

New  La  Salle 
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and  up,  list  price  at  the  Cadillac 
factory,  Detroit,  Mich.  Offered 
in  four  attractive  models. 
Special  equipment  extra.  Avail- 
able on  easy  G.M.A.C.  terms. 


NOW  ON  DISPLAY 


Even  when  parked  it  looks  guilty  of  speeding 


WE  ASKED  OUTDOOR  PEOPLE: 

Is  this  fact 
important  to  ^u  ? 


VALUE! 


"Camels  are  manufac- 


MILDNESS! 


"I  smoke  Camels 


HEALTHY  NERVES! 


cured  from  costlier  tobaccos,"  says  Charley  because  they  are  mild  —  pleasing  to   my  "I  have  smoked  Camels  for  fourteen  years, 

Belden,  Wyoming  rancher.  "No  wonder  throat,"   says   Miss  Helene  Bradshaw,   an  without  a  sign  of  upset  nerves,"  says  Bill 

they  have  such  a  rich,  cool  flavor!"  enthusiastic  horsewoman.  Horn,  former  Gold  Cup  winner. 


I  Lrt  V  U  l\  •  "It's  been  thrilling  to  have  a  part  in  the  vast  entetprise  of  building  Boulder  Dam," 
says  Erwin  Jones,  Boulder  Dam  engineer.  "Plenty  of  strain,  too.  When  I  get  tired,  there's  nothing 
like  a  Camel.  Man,  what  a  swell  taste  Camels  have!  Mild,  cool,  and  mellow!  You  can  tell  they  are 
made  from  choice  tobaccos,  because  they  don't  get  "flat'  or  tiresome  in  taste  when  you  smoke  a  lot." 


